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RT E WR Y IV. 


. 
INDVDUCT TON. 


nter R U } OUS ST painted full of Torif its 


E N your Ears; for which-of you wih 
* ſtop ; 
The Vent of Hearing, when loud Nene 
peaks; 
I om the Orient to the drooping Weſt 
Making the Wind my Poſt-horſe, ſtil len- 
fold 
ne Acts commenced on this Ball of Earth. 
l pon my Tongues continual Slanders ride, 
f be Which in every Language I pronounce, , 
ting the Ears of tj; em with falſe Reports : 
ſreak of Peace, while covert Enmity, 
Under the Smile of Safety, wounds the World: 
nd who but Rumour, who but only I, 
lake fearful Muſters and prepar'd Defence, 
\Whilſt the big Year, ſwoln with ſome other Griefs, 
| A 2 F 
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Is thought with Child by the Stern Tyrant War, 
And no ſuch Matter ? Rumour is a Pipe 
Blown by Surmiſes, Jealouſies, Conjectures; 


CCONG 7 


And of ſo eaſy and fo plain a Stop, 


That the blunt Monſter with uncounted Heads, 
Ihe ſtill- diſcordant-wavering Multitude 

Can play upon: it. But what need I thus 

iy well-known Body to anatomize 

Imong my Houſhold ? Why is Rumour here? 

J run before King Harry's Victory, 

Who in a bloody Field by Shrewsbury 

Hath beaten down young Hz?-/þur and his Troops; 
Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion 

Even with the Rebels Blood. But what mean I 
Jo ſpeak of Truth at firſt? my Office is 

Jo noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the Wrath of noble Hot-pur's Sword; 

And that the King before the Douglas Rage 
Stoop'd his anointed Head as low as Death. 

i his have I rumour'd through the Peaſant Towns; 
Between that royal Field of Shrewsbury, - 

And this worm-eaten Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Hot-/pur's Father, old Northumberland, 
Lies crafty-ftick. Ihe Poſts come tiring on, 

Aud not a Man of them brings other News 


4 han they have learn'd of me. From Rumour's Tongue, 


'I hey bring ſmooth Comforts falſe, worſe than tra 


Wrongs. 
SCEN-E-L 
Nothumberland's Caſile. 


Enter Lord Bardolph, and the Porter at one Door. 


Bard. Who keeps the Gate here, hoa ? where is le 


Earl ? 

Port. What ſhall 1 ſay you are ? 

Bard. Tell thou the Earl, 
I hat the Lord Bardulph doth attend him here. 

Port. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard 
Pleaſe it your Honour knock but at the Gate, 
And he himſelf will anſwer. 

Enter Northumberland, 
Bard. Here's the Earl. 5 


Auth. 


Exit. 


Mor. 
Should 
The 1 


> Full o 


And b 
Bai 
I brins 
Nor 


Bai 


1 The J 
And 1 


Prince 
Kill'd 
And 
And 
Is Pri 
So for 
Came 


Since 


No; 
Saw y 


Ba 


: che 


61 th. 


King HENRY IV. 7 


North. What News, Lord Bardolph ? ev'ry Minute now 
chould be tKe Father of ſome Stratagem, 
The Times are wild : Contention, like a Horſe 


Full of high feeding, madly hath broke looſe, 


And bears down all before him. 
Bard. Noble Earl, 

bring you certain News from Shrewwsbury. 
North. Good, if Heav'n will! 
Bard. As good as Heart can wiſh : 


| The King is almoſt wounded to the Death: 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Son, 


Prince Harry ſlain outright ; and both the Blunts 
Kill'd by the Hand of Douglas; young Prince Jo, 
And Weſtmorland, and Stafford, fled the Field 

And Harry Monmouth's Brawn, the Hulk, Sir 7ob:, 
Is Priſoner to your Son. O, ſuch a Day, 

So fought, ſo follow'd, and ſo fairly won, 

Came not till now, to dignify the Limes 


Since Cæſar's Fortunes. 


North. How is this deriv'd ? 
Saw you the Field? came you from Shrewsbury ? 
Bard. I ſpake with one, my Lord, that came from 
thence. 


A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name; 
pucs, T hat freely render'd me theſe News for true. 


North. Here comes my Servant-Travers, whom I ſent 
On Tueſday lait, to liſten after News. 

Bard. My Lord, I over-rode him on the Way. 
And he is furniſh'd with no Certainties, 
More than he, haply, may retail from me. + 


S CEN. E. IL 


5 Enter Travers. 
North. Now Travers, what good Tidings come with you? 
Tra. My Lord, Sir John Unfrevil turn'd me back 
With joyful Tidings ; and being better hors'd, 
Out-rode me. After him came ſpurring hard 
A Gentleman, almoſt fore-ſpent with Speed, 
That ſtopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied Horſe : 
He ask'd the Way to Chen; and of him 
did demand what News from Shrezwsbury 2 
He told me, that Rebellion had ill Luck, 
A 3 Ang 
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And that young Harry Percy's Spur was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horſe the Head, 
And bending forward, itruci his able Heels 
Againſt the panting Sides of his poor Jade 
Up to the Rowel-head, and ſtarting ſo, 
He ſeem'd in running to devour the Way, 
Staying no longer queſtion. 

North. Ha! again: 
Said he, young Harry Percy's Spur was cold ? 
Rebellion had ill Luck? 

Bard. My Lord, [I'll tell you. 
if my young Lord, your Son, have not the Day, 
Upon mine Honour, for a ſilken Point 
'il give my Barony. Nc'er talk of it. 


North. Why ſhould the Gentleman that rode by 774 


Cive then ſach Inflances of Loſs ? 

Bard. Wo he ? 
He was ſome hilding Fellow, that had ſtol'n 
The Horſe he rode on; and upon my Life 


Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more News, 


SCENE III. 


| Enter Morton. 
orth. Vea, this Man's Brow, like to a Title-leaf, 
Poretels the Nature of a Tragick Volume: 
So looks the Strond, when the imperious Flood 
lath left a witneſs'd Uſurpation. 
Say, Marton, did'ſt thou come from Shrewsbury ? 
Mort. I ran from Shrewsbary, my noble Lord. 
Where hateful Death put on his uglieſt Mask 
To fright our Party. | 
North. How doth my Son, and Brother? 
"Thou trembleſt ; and the Whiteneſs in thy Check 
Is apter than thy Tongue to tell thy Errand. 
Even ſuch a Man, fo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
So dull, ſo dead in Look, fo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priam's Curtain in the Dead of Night, 
And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd: 
But Priam found the Fire, ere he his Tongue: 
And I, my Perc;'s Death, ere thou report'i it. 
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King HENRY IV. 9 
This thou would'ſt ſay: Your Son did thus, and thus; 
Your Brother, thus; 1o fought the noble Dow-g/as ; 
Stopping my greedy Ear with their bold Deeds 
But in the End, to ſtop mine Ear indeed, 
Thou haſt a Sigh to blow away this Praiſe, 
Ending with Brother, Son, and all, are derd !- 
Mort. Doæuglas is living, and your Brother, yet; 
But for my Lord your Son 
North. Why, he is dead? 
© See what a ready Tongue Suſpicion hath ; 
He that but fears the Thing he would not know, 
Hath, by Inftint, Knowledge from other Fye 
That what he fear” d f is chanc d. Yet Mortor, Nei 
T0 thou thy Earl, his Divination lies ; 
Ani I will take it as a ſweet Diſgrace, 
1 n 1:ke thee Rich, for doing 1 me ſach Wrong 
Hort. You are too great, to be by me painfaid : 
Your Spirit 15 too true, your Fears tco certain. 
North. Yet for all this, fay not that Percy's dead, 
7 ſee a ſtrange Conte mon in thine Eye: 
Thou ſhak'it thy Head, and hold'ſt it Fear, or Sin, 
To ſpeak a Truth. If he be ſlain, fay fo : 
The Tongue offends not, that reports his Death ; 
And he doth Sin that doth bely the Dead, 
Not he, which fays the Dead 15 not alive. 
Yet the {.rſt Bringer of unwelcome News 
Hath but a loſing Ofhce; and his Tongue 
Sounds ever after as a ſullen Bell, 
Remember'd, tolling a departing Friend, 
Pard. I cannot think, my Lord, y cur Son 48 dead. 
Mort. I'm ſorry 1 ſhould force you to believe 
That, which I would to Heaven I had not ſeen. 
But theſe mine Eyes ſaw him in bloody State, 
Rend'ring faint Quittance, wearied and out-breatl. d, 
To Henry Monmouth; whoſe ſwiſt Wrath beat down 
1 he never-daunted Perc; to the Earth, * 
From whence, with Life, he never more ſprung up. 
In tew ; his Death, whole Spirit lent a Fire 
Even to the dulleſt Peaſant in his Camp, 
Being bruited once, took Fire ard Heat awav 
From the beſt tem per'd Courage in his "Troops, 
For from his Metal was his Party ſteel'd; 
A4 Which 
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Which once in him abated, all the reſt 
Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy Lead. 
Ard as the Thing that's heavy in itſelf, 
Upon Enforcement, flies with greateſt Speed ; 
So did our Men, heavy in Hoz-/pur*s Loſs, 
Lend to this Weight ſuch Lightneſs with their Fear, 
That Arrows fled not ſwifter toward their Aim, 
Than did our Soldiers aiming at their Safety, 
Fly from the Field. Then was that ncble He, 
oo ſoon ta'en Priſoner : And that furious Scor, 
The bloody Doaug las, whoſe well-labouring Sword 
Had three Times ſlain th' Appearance of the King. 
Gan vail his Stomach and did grace the Shame 
Of thoſe that turn'd their Backs, and in his Flig!:; 
Stumbling in Fear, was took. Ihe Sum of all 
Is, that the King hath won ; and hath ſent out 
A ſpeedy Pow'r t'encounter you, my Lord, 
Under the Conduct of young Lancaſter 
And Weftmorland. This is the News at full. 

North. For this, I ſhall kave Time enough to mourn, 
In Poiſon there is Phyfick ; and this News, 
That would, had I been well, have made me ſick, 
Peing Sick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 
And as the Wretch whoſe fever-weaken'd Joints, 
Like ſtrengthleſs Hinges, buckle under Life, 
Impatient of his Fit breaks like a Fire 
Out of his Keeper's Arms; even ſo my Limbs, 
Weaken'd with Grief, being now enrag'd with Grief, 


Are thrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, 


A ſcaly Gauntlet now with Joints of Steel 

Auſt glove this Hand. And hence thou ſickly Quoif, 
Thou art a Guard too wanton for the Head 

Which Princes fluſſid with Conqueſt aim to hit. 
Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach 

The ragged'it Hour that Time and Spight dare bring, 
o frown upon th' enrag'd Northumberland! 

« Let Heav'n kiſs Earth ! now let Nature' Hand 
Keep the wild Flood confin'd ; let Order die, 

« And let this World no longer be a Stage 

«« To feed Contention ina ling'ring Act: 

«« But let one Spirit of the Firſt- born Cain 

«« Reign in all Poſoms, that each Heart being ſet 
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King HENRY IV. If 


« On bloody Courſes, the rude Scene may end, 

« And Darkneſs be the Burier of the Dead ! 
Bard. This ſtrained Paſſion doth you Wrong, my 

Lord ; 

Sweet Earl, Divorce not Wiſdom from your Hono ar. 
Mort. The Lives of all your loving Complices 

Lean on your Health, the which if you give o'er 

To ſtormy Paſſion, mult perforce decay. 

+ You caſt th*'Event of War, my noble Lord, 

And ſumm'd the Account of Chance, before you ſaid, 

Let us make Head; it was your Preſurmiſe, 

That in the dole of Blows, your Son might drop:. 

You knew he walk'd o'er Perils, on an Edge 

More likely to fall in, than to get o'er: 

You were advis'd his Fleſh was capable - 

Of Wounds and Scars; and that his forward Spirit 

Would lift him where moſt Trade of Danger rang'd :: 


vet did you ſay, Go forth. And none of this, 


Though ſtrongly apprehended, could reſtrain 
The fiff born Action. What hath then befall'n, 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth, 
More than that being, which was like to be ? 


Bard. We all, that are engaged to this Loſs, 


| Knew that we ventur'd on ſuch dang'rous Scas, 

| That if we wrought out Life, was ten to one: 

And yet we ventur'd for the Gain propos'd, 
Choak'd the Reſpect of likely Peril fear'd ;; 


And ſince we are o'er-ſet, venture again. 
Come, we will all put forth, Body and Goods. 
Mort. Tis more than Time; and my moſt noble Lord, 


| I hear for certain, and do ſpeak the Truth: 


A 5 - The 
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The gentle Archbiſhop of 7ork is up 

With well appointed Powers ; he 1s a Man 

Who with a double Surety binds his Followers 

My Lord, your Son, had only but the Corps, 

But Shadows, and the Shews of Men to fight. 

For that ſame Word, Rebellion did divide 

The Action of their Bodies from their Souls; 

And they did fight with Queaſineſs, conftrain'd 

As Men drink Potions, that their Weapons only 

Seem'd on our Side; but for their Spirits and Souls 

This Word, Rebellion, it had froze them up, 

As Fiſh are in a Pond. But now the Biſhop 

Turns Inſurrection to Religion; 

Suppos'd ſincere and holy in his Thoughts. 

He's follow'd both with Body and with Mind : 

And doth enlarge his riſing with the Blood 

Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd from Pomfret Stones; 

Nerives from Heav'n his Quarrel and his Cauſe ; 

'Fel!s them, he doth beſtride a bleeding Land 

Gaſping for Life, under great Bo/ingbreke : 

And more, and leſs, do flock to follow him. 
Nortb. I knew of this before; but to ſpeak Truth, 

'This preſent Grief hath wip'd it from my Mind. 

{30 in with me, and counſel every Man 

The apteſt Way for Safety and Revenge: 

Get Poſts, and Letters, and make Friends with Speed, 

Never ſo few, nor never yet more need. [ Enxeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
A Street in London. 


Euter Sir John Falſtafs with his Page bearing his Sei 


aud Buckler. 
Fal. Sirrah, you Giant, what ſays the Doctor to my 


Water? 

Page. He aid, Sir, the Water itſelf was a good Þ beal. 
thy Water. But for the Party that own'd it, he night 
have more Diſcaſes than he knew for. 

| Fal 
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King HENRY IV. 75 
Fal. Nlen of all ſorts take a Pride to gird at me. The 
brain of this fooliih-compounded-clay, Xian, is not able 
to invent any Thing that tends to Laughter, more rin L 
invent, or is invented on me. I am not only, witty 
in myſelf, but the Cauſe that Wit is in other Men. 5 
do here walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath ove 
whelmed all her Litter, but one. If the Prince put 3 
into my Service for any other Reafon than to ſet me oft, 
why then I have no Jud Tment. Thou whorſon Man- 
drake, thou art fitter to be worn in my Cap, than to wait 
at my Heels. I was never mann'd with an Agot 111 
now ; but I will ſet you neither in Gold nor Silver, but 
vile Apparel, and ſend you back again to your Maſter 
for a Jewel. The Judenil, the Prince your” after, 
whoſe Chin is not yet fle. ag d; I will ſooner have « 
Beard grow in the Palm of my Ha oo, than he ſhall ger 
one in his Cheek, yet he will not ſtick to ſav, his Face 
is a Face- royal. Heav'n may tiniſh it when it will, it is 
not a Hair amiſs yet: He may keep it {till as a Pace- 
royal, for a Barber ſhall never earn Six-pence out of it; 
and yet he will be crowing, as if ke writ Man ever fince 
kis Father was a Batchelor, He may keep his own 
Grace, but he is ere out of mine, I can aſſure him. 
What ſaid Mr. Dembledon, about the Sattin for my ſhort 
Cloak and Slops ? 
d, Page. He faid, Sir, you ſhould procure him better Aſ- 
ant, ſurance than Bar doiph he would not take his Bond and 
your's, he lik'd not the Security. 
Fab: Let him be damn'd like the Glutten, may his. 
Tongue be hotter, a whorſon A:hitapher, a Raſcally-yea ea- 
forſooth-knave, to bear a Gentleman in Hand, and the 
ſtand upon Security? the Whorſon-ſmooth-patos- do now 
11d MW wear nothing but high Shoes, and Bunches of Keys at 
their Girdles; and if a Man is thorough with them ir 
ny W honeſt taking up, then they mutt ſtand upon Security - 
had as lief they would put Rats-bane in my Mouth, a3 


bea. offer to ſtop it with Security. I looked he ſhould have 
:1ghc ſent me two and twenty Yards of Sattin, asT ama true 
| Knight, and he ſends me Security. Well, he may ſleep” 
Fal. WF in Security, for he hath the Horn of abundance. And 
de Lightnefs of his Wife ſhines through it, and yet can- 


not he ſee, though he have his own Lauthorn to light 
him. Where's Bardelph? 


A Aug: 
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Page. He's gone into. Smithfield to. buy your Worſt 3 
Horſe. 

Tal. I bought him in Pauli, and he'll buy me a Horf 
in Synitſifeld. If J could get me but a Wife in the Stews, 
1 were mann'd, hors'd, and wiv'd. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Chicf Fuſtice, and Servants. 

Page. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ſtriking him, about Bard:/ph. 

Fai. Wait cloſe, 1 will not fee him. 

Ch. Faſt. W habs he that goes there? 

Sv, Falſ/aff, and't pleaſe your Lordſhip. 

Zh. Zur. He that was in Queſtion for the Robbery ? 
Serv. He, my Lord. But he hath ſince done good Ser- 

vice at. Sh;ewusburys and, as I hear, is now going with 
{ome Charge to the Lord Fohn of Lancaſter. 

Ch. Tut. What to Jr? call him back again. 

derw. Sir John Falſlaff. 

Fal Boy, tell him, f am Deaf. 

Page. You muſt freak louder, my Maſter is Deaf 

Ch. Jui. I am ſure he is, to the hearing any thing 
good.. Go pluck him by the Elbow. I mutt ſpeak with 
him. 

Serv. Sir Torn. 

Fal. What! a young Knave and beg! are there not 
Wars? Is there nat Employment? doth not the King 
lack Subjects? do not the Rebels need Soldiers? though 
it be a Shame to be on any fide but ane, it's worſe Shame 
to beg, than to be on the worſt fide, were it worſe than 
the Name of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Serv. You miſtake me, Sir. 

Fai, Why, Sir, did I ſay, you were an honeſt Man! 
ſetting my Knighthood and my Soldierſhip aſide, I had 
lied in my Throat, if I had ſaid fo. 

Serv. I pray you, Sir, then ſet your Knighthood and 
your Soldierſhip aſide, and give me Leave to tell you, you 
lie in your Throat, if you fay, I am any other than an 
honeſt Man. 

Fal. I give thee Leave to tell me ſo; I lay aſide that 
which grows to me; if thou gett'ſt any Leave 9 me, 

gang 


to me, 
Patient 


ſome IL 


th 


King Henry IV. 15 


hang me; if thou tak'ſt Leave, thou wer't better be 


hang'd you hunt-counter, hence ; avaunt. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord would ſpeak with you. 

Ch. Juſt. Sir John Falſtaff, a Word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord! God give your Lordſhip good 
Time of Day. I am glad to fee your Lordſhip abroad; 


I heard ſay, your Lordſhip was fick. I hope your Lord- 


ſhip goes abroad by Advice. Your Lordſhip, though not 
clean paſt your Youth, hath yetſome ſmack of Age in you: 


ſome Reliſh of the Saltneſs of Time; and I moſt humbly 


beſeech your Lordſhip, to have a reverend Care of your 
Health. 

Ch. Fuſt. Sir John, I ſent for you before your Expe- 
dition of Shrewsbury. 

Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I hear his Majeſty is 
return'd with ſome Diſcomfort from Wales. 

Ch. Fuſt. I talk not of his Majeſty; you would not 


come when I {ent for you? 


Fal. And I hear moreover, his Highneſs is fall'n into 
this ame whorſon Apoplexy. 

Ch. Juſt. Well, Heav'n mend him. I pray let me 
ſpeak with you. 

Fal. This Apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of Le- 
thargy, an't pleaſe your Lordſhip, a Kind of ſleeping in 


the Blood, a whorſon tingling. 


Ch. Juſt. What tell you me of it? be it as it ts, 

Fal. It hath its Original from much Grief ; from Study 
and Perturbation of the Brain. I have read the Cauſe of. 
it in Galen. It is a kind of Deafneſs. _ 

Ch. Fuft. I think you are fall'n into that Diſeaſe; for 
you hear not what I ſay to you. 

Fal. Very well, my Lord, very well; rather, an't 
pleaſe you, it is the Diſeaſe of not liſt'ning, the Malady 
of not marking, that I am troubled withal. 

Ch. Juſt. Jo punith you by the Heels, would amend 
the Attention of your Ears; and I care not if I be your 
Phyſician. 

Fal. I amas poor as Job, my Lord; but not ſo patient; 
xour Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of Impriſonment. 
to me, in reſpect of Poverty; but how I ſhould be your 
Patient to follow your Preſcriptions, the Wiſe may make 
ſome Dram of a Scruple, or indeed, a Scruple itſelf. 


Ch. Fuſe, 
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Ch. Fuft. I ſent for you, when there were Matters 
gainſt you for your Life, to ſpeak with me. 

Fal. As I was then advis'd by my Counſel, learn ed 
the Laws of this Land-ſervice, I did not come. 

Ch. Fuſt. Well, the Truth is, Sir Jobn, you live i; 
great Infamy. 

Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in les. 

Ch. Fuft. Your Means are very ſlender, and your W. 

reat. 
p Fal. TI would it were otherwiſe : I would my ear; 
were greater, and my Waiſt ſlenderer. 

Ch. Fuft. You have miſcled the youthful Prince. 

Fal. The young Prince has miſ-led me. I am the Fel. 
low with the great Belly, and he my Dog. 

Ch. Juſt. Well, I am loth to gall a new-heal'd Wound, 
your Day's Service at Shrezwsbury hath a little gilded over 
vour Night's Exploit on Gads-hill, You may thank the 
unquiet time, for your Quiet o'er-pofting that Action. 

Fal. My Lord? 

Gh. Fuft. But ſince all is well, keep it ſo; wake not 2 
ſleeping Wolf. 

Fal. To wake a Wolf, is as bad as to ſmell a Fox. 

Ch. Fut. What? you are as a Candle, the better part 
burnt out. 

Fal. A waſſel Candle, my Lord; all Tallow ; but if! 
did fay of Wax, my Growth would approve the Truth. 

Ch. Fuft. There is not a white Hair on your Face, but 
ſhould have his effect of Gravity. 

Fal. His effect of Gravy, Gravy, Gravy.. 

Ch. Just. You follow the young Prince up and down, 
like his evil Angel. e 


Fal. Not fo, my Lord, your ill Angel is Light; but] | 


hope he that looks upon me, will take me without 
weighing 3 and yet, in ſome Reſpects I grant, I cannot 
go; I cannot tell; Virtue is of ſo little regard in 
theſe Coſtor-mongers Days, that true Valour is turned 
Bear-herd, Pregnancy is made a Tapſter, and hath his 
quick Wit waſted in giving Recknings ; all the other 
Gifts appertinent to Man, as the Malice of this Age 
ſhapes them, are not worth a Gooſe-berry. You that 
are old, conſider not the Capacities of us that are young; 


you meaſure the Heat of our Livers, with the Bitterncs 
\ 05 
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af your Galls ; and we that are in the“ va-ward of our 
Youth, I muſt confeſs are Wags too. 

Ch. Juſt. Do you iet down your Name in the Scrowt 
of Youth, that are written down Old, with all the Cha- 
raters of Age? Have you not a moiſt Eye? a dry Hand? 
a yellow Cheek? a white Beard? a decreaſing Leg? an 
increaſing Belly ? is not your Voice broken? your Wind 
mort? + your Chin double? your Wit ſingle? and every 
Part about you blaſted with Antiquity ? and will you yct 
call yourſelf Young ? fie, fe, fie, Sir John. 

Fal. My Lord, I was ** born about three of the Clock 
in the Afternoon, with a white Head, and ſomething a 
round Belly. For my Voice, I haveloſt it with hallow- 
ing and finging of Anthems. Lo approve my Youth 
further, I will not. The Truth is, I am cnly old in 
Judgment and Underſtanding, and he that will caper 
with me for a thouſand Marks, let him lend me the Mo- 
ney, and have at him. For the Box o'th* Ear that the 
Prince gave you, ke gave it like a rude Prince, and you 
took it like a ſenſible Lord. I have check'd him for it, 
and the young Lion repents ; marry not in Aſhes and 
Sack- cloth, but in new Silk and old Sack. TI 

Ch. Juſt. Well, Heav'n ſend the Prince a better Com- 
panion. | 

Fal. Heav'n ſend the Companion a better Prince: I. 
cannot rid my Hands of him. 

Ch. Juſt. Well, the King hath ſever'd you and Prince 
Harry. 1 hear you are going with Lord John of Lan- 
caſter, againſt the Archbiſhop and the Earl of No un- 
berland. 

Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty ſweet Wit for it; but 
look you pray, all you that kiſs my Lady Peace at home, 
chat our Armies join not in a hot Day; for I take but two 
Shirts out with me, and I mean not to ſweat extraordi- 
narily ; if it be a hot Day, if I brandiſh any Thing but a 
Bottle, would I might never ſpit white again. There is 
not a dangerous Action can peep out his Head, but I am 


truſt upon it. Well I cannot laſt ever. ——++ but it 
was, 


* Vaaward, 7. e. Van-guard. 

T your Wind ſhort, your Wit fingle. | 

** added from the firſt Edition. 

Tt Theſe following Periods are reſtor'dfrom the firſt Edition, 
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was always the Trick of our Exgliſb Nation, if they have 
a good Thing to make it too common. If ye will needs 
ſay I am an old Man, you ſhould give me Reſt : I wou!lq 
to God my Name were not fo terrible to to the Enemy as 
it is! ] were better to be eatento death with a Ruſt, than 
to be ſcour'd to nothing with perpetual Motion. 

Ch. Jui. Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and Heay'y 
bleſs your Expedition. 

Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend me a thouſand Pound, to 
furniſh me forth ? 

Ch. Fuft, Not a Penny, not a Penny; you are too 
impatient to bear Croſſes. Fare you well. Commend 
me to my Couſin Veſimorland. Exit. 

Fal. If I do, fillip me with a * Three man-beetle. 4 
Man can no more {eparate Age and Covetouſneſs, than 
he can part young Limbs and Letchery; but the Gout 
galls the one, and the Pox pinches the other, and ſo 
both tlie Degrees prevent my Curſes. Boy. 

Page. Sir. 

Fal. What Money is in my Purſe ? 

Page. Seven Groats,. and 'I'wo-Pence. | 

Fal. I can get no Remedy againſt this Conſumption of 
the Purſe. Borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, 
but the Diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my 
Lord of Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of 
Weſtmorland, and this to old Mrs. Urſula, whom | have 
weekly ſworn to marry ſince I perceived the firſt white 
Hair on my Chin. About it; you know where to find 
me. A pox of this Gout, or a Gout of this Pox ; for 
the one or th'other plays the Rogue with my great Toe; 
it is no Matter, if I do halt, I have the Wars for my 
Colour, and my Penſion ſhall ſeem the more reaſonable ; 
a good Wit will make uſe of any Thing, I will turn Dit- 
caſes to Commodity. | [Excurt, 


SCENE 


— 


* Three-man-beetle, i. e. a Rammer big enough le t. 
give three Men to lift it. 
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SCENE” VI. 


YORK. 


Enter Archbiſhop of York, Haſtings, Thomas Mowbray 
( Earl Marfhal) and Lerd Bardolph. 


York, Thus have you heard our Cauſe, and know our 


Means : 
? Now my moſt noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes. 
0 And firſt, Lord Marſha), what ſay you to it? 
d Mobb. I well allow th' Occaſion of our Arms, 
t. Put gladly would be better ſatisfied 
A How in our Means we ſhould advance ourſelves, 
in To look with Forehead bold and big enough 
ut Upon the Pow'r and Puiſſance of the King ? 
19 Haft. Our preſent Muſters grow upon the file 


To five and twenty thouſand Men of Choice : 
And our Supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe Boſom burns 
With an incenſed Fire of Injuries. - By 
Bard. The Queſtion then, Lord Haſtings, ſtandeth thus; 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May hold up Head without Northumberland ? 
Hat. With him we may. 
Bard. Ay marry there's the Point : 
But if without we be thought too feeble, 
My Judgment is, we ſhould not ſtep too far x 
Till we had his Aſſiſtance by the Hand. 
For in a Theam ſo bloody fac'd as ti:i-, 
Conjecture, Expectation, and Surmiſe 
Of Aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted. 
Vert. Tis very true, Lord Bardelphb; for indeed 
It was young Hot. pur's Caſe at Secu 
Bard. It was, my Lord, who lin'd himſelf with Hope, 
Eating the Air, on Promiſe of Supply, 
latring himſelf with Project of a Power 
Much ſmaller than the ſmalleſt of lis Thoughts; 
nd fo, with great Imagination, 
oper to Mad-men, led his Pow'rs to death, 
md, winking, leap'd into Deſtruction, 


rennt. 


NE. 


ta 76 


Haff. 
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Haſt. But, by your Leave, it never yet did hut, 
To lay down Likelihoods and Forms of Hope. 
Bard. Yes, if this preſent Quality of War 
* Impede the inſtant Att, a Cauſe on foot Ar 
Lives ſo in hope, as in an early Spring Ne 
We ſee th'appearing Buds; which to prove Fruit, 5 
Hope gives not ſo much warrant, as Deſpair 
That Froſts will bite them. When we mean to buil! 
We firſt ſurvey the Plat, then draw the Model, 
And when we ſee the Figure of the Houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the Coſt of the Erection; 
Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 
What do we then but draw a new the Model 
In fewer Offices? at leaſt, deſiſt 
To build at all ? much more, in this great Work, 
(Which is almoſt to pluck a Kingdom down, 
And ſet another up) thould we ſurvey 
'The Plat of Situation, and the Model ; 
Conſent upon a ſure Foundation, 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our own Eſtate, 
How able ſuch a Work to undergo, 
Jo weigh againſt his Oppoſite ? or elle, 
We fortify in Paper and in Figares, 
Ufng the Names of Men inftead of Men: 
Like one that draws the Model of a Houſe 
Beyond his Pow'r to build it ; who, half through, 
Gives o'er, and leaves his part-created Coſt 
A naked Subject to the weeping Clouds, 
And waſte, for churiiſh Winter's Tyranny. 
Haß. Grant that our Hopes, yet likely of fair Birth, 
Should be ſtill- born; and that we now poſſeſt 
The utmoſt Man of Ex pectation: 
I think we are a Body ſtrong enough, 
Ev'n as we are, to cqual with the King. 
Bard. What, is the King but five and twenty thouſand! 
Haft. To us no more; nay, not ſo much, Lord Bar dib. 
For his Diviſions, as the Times do brawl, 
Are in three Heads; one Pow'r againſt the Fend, 
And one againſt G/endower ; perforce a third 
Mutt take up us; ſo is the unfirm Rug 
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in three divided; and his Coffers ſound 
With hollow Poverty and Emptineſs. 

York. That he ſhould draw his ſev'ral Strengths toge 
And come againſt us in full Puiſſance, [cher, 
Need not be dreaded. 

Haſt. If he ſhouid do fo, 

He leaves his Back unarm'd, the French and Hel 
Baying him at the Heels; never fear that. 

Rard. Who is it like ſhould lead his Forces hither * 

Unſ?. The Duke of Lancaſter and Weſtmorland : 
Againſt the Hel, himſelf and Harry Monmeuth. 
gut who is ſubſtituted gainſt the French, 

[ have no certain Notice. 

* York. Let us on, 
And publiſh the Occaſion of our Arms. 
The Commonwealth 1s fick of their own Choice ; 
Their over-greedy Love hath ſurfeited. 
An Habitation giddy and unſure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar Heart: 
O thou fond many ! with what loud Applauſe 
Did'ſt thou beat Heav'n with blefling Belingbroke, 
Before he was what thou would'ſt have him be? 
And now being trimm'd up in thine own Deſires, 
Thou, beaſtly Feeder, art ſo full of him, 
That thou provok'ſt thyſelf to caſt him up. 
do, ſo thou common Dog, didſt thou diſgorge 
Thy Glutton-boſom of the Royal Richard, 
And now chou would'ſt eat thy dead Vomit up, e 
And howl'ſt to find it. What truſt in theſe times? 
They, that when Richard liv'd, would have him die, 
ue now become enamour'd on his Grave: 

nou that threw'ſt Duſt upon his goodly Head, 

hen through proud London he came ſighing on 

iter th* admired Heels of Bo/ingb-rofe, 

ry {tnow, O Earth yield us that King again, 

nd take thou this. O Thoughts of Men accurs'd, 

af, and to come, ſeem beſt ; Things preſent, worſt. 

Herb. Shall we go draw our Numbers, and ſet on? 

Hoſt. We are Time's Subjects, and Time bids, be gone. 

J ACT 


; This excellent Speech of Vork, was one of the Paſſages 
id by Shakeſpear after his fert Edition, 
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Enter Hoſteſs, with two Officers, Fang and Snare, 5 w . 4 

| ce 

Heoft. R. Fang, have you enter'd the Action? Tal 
Fang. It is enter' d. Matte 

Hai. Where's your Yeoman ? is he a luſty Lenne: Fan 
Will he ſfiand to it? Ful. 
Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare? Villain 
Hoft. Ay, ay, good Mr. Save.  Hofs. 
Snare. Here, here. ; we Kenne 
Fang. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir 7obn Fulda, Murder 


Hoſt. Ay, good Mr. Snare, I have enter'd him and aK Gy 


Snare. It. may chance coſt ſome of us our Lives; Rogue, 
will ſtab. f man- que 
Hoft. Alas- the- day; take heed of him; he ſtabb'd me ii F 
mine own Houſe, and that molt beaſti'y ; he cares ng Fans. 
what Miſchief he doth, if his Weapon be out. He wil Ho | 
foin like any Devil, he will ſpare neither Man, Womo tho! 
nor Child. : ced. 
Fang. I can cloſe with him, I care not for his Thru Ful. A 


Ho. No, nor I neither; PI! be at your Elbow. an: J 

Fang. If I but Fiſt him once; if he come but wil 
my Vice. 

Hof. J am undone by his going; I warrant you hs 
an infinitive Thing upon my ſcore. Good Mr. Fans, 1 C. Fu 
him ſure ; good Mr. Snare, let him not ſcape. He cor Hop 
continually to Pze-corner, ſaving your Manhood, to benq to 
Saddle ; and he is invited to Dinner to the Lubbars-:al Cg. 72 
Lombard.ſtreet to Mr. Smooth's the Sill man. I pray lin 
ſince my Action i; enter'd, and my Caſe ſo open] knWoes this 
ou ſhoul 
and fron 


100. 0 


* Vice, or Graſp, a Metaphor taken from a Smit!'s \ 
there is another reading in the ald Edition, View, 
think not fo good. 
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to the World, let him be brought in to his Anſwer. A 
hundred Mark is a long one, for a poor lone Woman to 
bear; and I have borne, and borne, and borne ; and have 
been fubb'd off, and fubb'd off, from this Day to that Day, 
that it is a Shame to be thought on. There is no Honeſty 
in ſuch Dealing, unleſs a Woman ſhould be made an Aſs 
and a Beaſt, to bear every Knave's Wrong. 
Enter Falſtaff, Bardolph, and the Boy. 

Yonder he comes. and that arrant Malmſey-Noſe Knave, 
Bardo/ph with him. Do your Offices, do your Offices: 
Mr. Fang and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me your 
Ofhces. 

Fal. How now? Whoſe Mare's dead? What's the 

Matter? 

Fang. Sir Fohn, I Arreſt you at the Suit of Mrs. Quickly. 
Fal. Away, Variet; draw, Bardc/pb : Cut me of the 

Villain's Head: Throw the Quean in the Kennel. 

Hot. Throw me in the Kennel? I'll throw thee in the 
Kenne!. Wilt thou? wilt thou? Thou baſtardly Rogue, 
Murder, murder! O thou hony-ſuckle Villain, wilt thou 
kill God's Offices and the King's? O thou hony-ſced 
Rogue, thou art a Hony-ſeed, a Man-queller, and a Wo- 
man- queller. 

Fal. Keep them off, Parahlph. 
Fang. A Reſcue, a Reſcue ! 


10G a 


$33 


d me | 


res 10 
He will ½%. Good People, bring a Reſcue or two; thou wo't, 
Woma er thou, thou wo't, wo't thou Rogue; do, thou Hemp- 
ced. 

s Thru Fal. Away you Scullion, you Rampalian, you Fuftila- 
JW. an: I'il tickle your Cataſtrophe. 

Fun 
* SCENE II. 
you he Enter Chief Juſtice. | 
Fang, H Ch. Just. What's the Matter? Keep the Peace here, hoa. 
He com Ho. Good my Lord, be good to me. I beſeech you 
d, to byWnd to me. 
ar S- Ch. Tut. How now, Sir John? what, are you braw- 
1 pra? ling here? | 
en)y knees this become your Place, your Time, and Buſineſs ? 


on ſhould have been well on your Way to %. 
ind from him Fellow, wherefore hang'ſt thou on him? 


mit #7. O my moſt worſhipful Lord, an't pleaſe your Grace 


* U 5 * 
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I ama poor Widow of Eaftcheap, and he is arreſted at n; 
3 | 

C5. Ft. For what Sum? 

Hejt. It is more than for ſome, my Lord, it is for; 
au] bave; he hath eaten me out of Houſe and Home; be 
hath put al! my Subſtance into that fat Belly of his; but! 
will have ſome of it out again, or I'll ride thee o Night; 
like the Mare. 5 

al. I think Jam as like to ride the Mare, if I hare 
any vantage of Ground to get up. 

Ch. Fit. How comes this, Sir John? Fie, what Nan 
of good 1 emper. would endure this Tempeſt of Exclama. 
tion? are you not aſham'd to in force a poor Widow to {q 
ronghea Courſe to come by her own ? 

Fal, What is the groſs Sum that I owe thee ? 

2:4. Marry, if thou wert an honeſt Man, thyſelf, a“ 
the Money too. Thou did'ſt ſwear to me on a parce. 
gilt Goblet, ſitting in my Dolphiu- chamber, at the roun 
Tabie, by a Sea-coal Fire, on Wednefc.ay in NM higſii- cue, 
when the Prince broke thy Head for likening him ta 
Singing man of Vindſer; thou didſt {wear to me then, 5; 
I was waſhing thy Wound, to marry me, and make in 
my Lady thy Wife. Canſt thou deny it; did not god - C4, * 
wiſe Keech the Butcher's Wife come in then, and ca! t Aon 
Goflip Quickly ? coming in to borrow a Meſs of Vinega Are nea 
telling us the had a good Diſh of Prawns ; whereby th Ta“. 
did defire to cat ſome ; whereby I told thee they where il Hop, 
for a green Wound? And didſt not thou, when ſlic va TA. A 

one down Stairs, deſire me to be no more ſo familiariy . Ht. 
with ſuch poor People, ſaying, that ere long they ſhouMiin to | 
callme Madam? and didſt thou not kits me, and bid me ier ining- 
thee thirty Shillings ? 1 put thee now to thy BoOKk -, Fil. G 
deny it if thou canſt. hy Wall 

Fol. My Lord, this is a poor mad Soul; and ſhe {a5 of 
and down the Town, that her eldeſt Son is like you. 
hath been in good Cale, and the Truth is, Poverty ha 
diſtracted her; but for theſe fooliſh Officers, I beſeeci ju 
J- may have Redreſs againſt them. 

Ch. Juſt. Sir Fobn, Sir Jobn, I am well acquai!! 
with your Manner of wrenching the true Cauſe the: 
Way. It is not 2 confident Brow, nor the Thron 


Words, that come with ſuch more than impudent Sa 
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neſs from you, can thruſt me from a level Confideration. 


| know You have prattis'd upon the eaſy yielding Spirit 


Hot. Yes in Troth, my Lord. 

Ch. Tut. Pr ythee, Peace; pay her the Debt vou owe 
her, and unpay the Villainy you have dore her; the one 
vou may do with Sterling Money, and the other with 
current Repentance. 

Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this + Sneap without 
Reply. You call honourable Boldneſs impudent Sawci- 
nes: If a Man willcourt'ſy and ſay nothing, he is virtuous. 
No, my Lord, my humble Duty remember'd. I will not 
he your Suitor : I ſay to you, I deſire Deliverance from 
theſe Officers, being upon haſty Employment in the 
King's Affairs. 

Ch. Fust. You ſpeak, as having Power to do Wrong 
but anſwer in the effect your Reputation, and ſatisfy the 


poor Woman. 
Tu. Come hither, Hoſteſs, 'F Afeae. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Mi. Gower. 

Ch. Juſt. Maſter Gower, what News? 

Goxber. The King, my Lord, and Henry Prince of alc; 
Are near at hand ; the reſt the Paper tells. 

Fal. As I am a Gentleman 
Hoſt. Nay, you faid ſo before. 

Fal. As Iam aGentleman, come, no more Words of i: 
Hoſt. By this Heav'nly Ground I tread on, I mutt he 
ain to pawn both my Plate and the Tapeftry of my 
)ming-Chambers. 

Fal. Glaſſes, Glaſſes is the only Drinking; and for 
hy Walls, a pretty ſlight Drollery, or the Story of the 
Prodigal, or the German hunting in Water-work, is 
orth a thouſand of theſe Bed-hangings, and theſe fly- 
itten Tapeſtries; let it be ten Pound, if thou cant. 
ome, if it were not for thy Humours, there is not a 
tter Wench in Exgland. Go, waſh thy Face, and 

aw thy Action, come, thou mult not be in this Hu- 

our with me; come, I know thou waſt ſet on to this. 


Hoſt. 


+ Sneap, a York/oire Nerd for Rebuke. 


26 The Second Part o 


Hoſt. Prythee, Sir John, let it be but twenty Noble, 
I am loth to pawn. my Plate, in good earneſt la. | 

Fal. Let it alone, I'll make other ſhift ; you'll be 
Fool ſtill. f : 

Hof. Well, you ſhall have it, thoughT pawn my Gown, 
I hope you'll come to Supper; you'll pay me all together 

Fal. Will I live? go with her, with her; hook on, 
hook on. 


of 


Hoft. Will you have Doll Tear /hret meet you at Supper? & , = 

Fal. Ne more Words. Let's have her. | 5 } 
[Exeunt Hoſt. and Serjeaut, WF ,1.,; 

Ch. Juſt. T have heard better News. — 

ew v. 


Fal. What's the News, my good Lord? * 
Ch. Fuft. Where lay the King laſt Night ? 2850 


Gower. At Baſingſtoke, my Lord. wy -X * 
Fal. J hope, my Lord, all's well. What is the News, 


, > | 
my Lord! ture, Sn 


Ch. Fuft. Come all his Forces back ? 8 
Gower. No; fifteen hundred Foot, five hundred Horſe, I grace * 
Are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaſter, thy Fac 


Againſt Northumberland and the Archbiſhop. of Sill! 
Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lo er * 
. Ch. Juſt. You ſhall have Letters of me preſently. r th g 
Come, go along with me, good Mr. Gorey. Uk: . 
Fal. My Lord. "ON 
Ch. Jul. What's the Matter? 
Fal. Maſter Goxwer, ſhall I entreat you with me to 
Dinner ? | | 
Gower, I muſt wait upon my Lord here, 
I thank you, good Sir John. 
Ch. Fuft. Sir John, you loiter here too long, being 
you are to take Soldiers up in the Countries as you go. We: 1. 
Fal. Will you ſup with me, Maſter Gower ? | * 15 
Ch. Fuft. What fooliſh Maſter taught you theſe Mian- Wh wird) 
ners, Sir John? 
Fal. Maſter Gower, if they become me not, he was 1 We. ,, 
Fool that taught them me. This is the right fencing p 
Grace, my Lord, tap for tap, and ſo part fair. 75 
* Ch. Ju. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a grep 
Fool. [ Exeurt " 


J, for it 

Keepeſt n 
File, be 
Miſt to ea 
N oſe that 
Tit his Kin 
dot in the 
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Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


p. Henry, Truſt me, I am exceeding weary, 
Pons. Is it come to that? I had thought Wearineſs 
> jurlt not have attach'd one of ſo high Blood. 
P. Henry, It doth me, though it diſcolours the Com- 
olexion of my Greatneſs to acknowledge it. Doth it not 
ew vilely in me, to deſire Small-Beer ? 
Pein. Why a Prince ſhould not be ſo looſely ſtudied, 
as to remember ſo weak a Compoſition. 
P. Henry. Be like then my Appetite was not princely 
„got; for in Troth, I do now remember the poor Crea- 
ture, Small-Beer. But indeed theſe humble Conſideration: 
make me out of love with my Greatneſs. What a Dil. 
ſe, grace is it to me to remember thy Name? or to know 
thy Face To-morrow ? or to take Note how many Pair 
of Silk Stockings thou haſt ? (vis. theſe, and thoſe that 
1! Frere the peach-colour'd ones ;) or to bear the Inventory 
of thy Shirts, as one for Superfluity, and one other for 
Uſe; but that the Tennis- court- Keeper knows better than 
I, for it is a low Ebb of Linnen with thee, when thc 
tkeepeſt not Racket there, as thou haſt not done a great 
while, becauſe the reſt of thy low Countries have made 4 
Jhift to eat up thy Holland. * And God knows whether 
oſe that bawl out of the Ruins of thy Linnen ſhall inhe- 
Fit his Kingdom; but the Midwives ſay, the Children urg 
dot in the Fault, whereupon the World increaſes, and 
Kindreds are mightily ſtrengthened, 
| Poins, How ill it follows, after you have labour'd fo 
Bard, you ſhould talk ſo idly ? tell me how many good 
young Princes ſhould do fo, their Fathers lying fo uck 
Was 1 Ws your's is. 
enci; P. Henry. Shall T tell thee one Thing, Point? 
Poins. Yes, and let it be an excellent good Thing. 
£1 We P. Henry. It ſhall ſerve among Wits of no highe; 
Exc Breeding than thine. 


E NI 
* This Period is fuppl;\d out of the old Editim, 


e {0 


being 


$0 h 
Mar: 


B .us. 
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Point. Go to; I fland the Puſh of your one Thing, 
that you'll tell. 
P. Henry. Why T tell thee, it is not meet that I ü. auld 


* 


he ſad now my Father is ſick; albeit I could tell to ti ee, Pu 
as to one it pleaſes me for Fault of a better, to cal! my red [ 
Þ riend) could be ſad and fad indeed too. the V 
Poins. Very hardly upon ſuch. a Subject. he ha 
P. Henry. Thou thinK'ſt me as far in the Devii's Book, and p 

2+ thou and F-{fap, for Obduracy and Perſiſtency. 12 zF 
the End try the Man. But I tell thee, my Heart ble! 25 
inwardly that my Father is ſick ; and keepin g ſuch vile Pa, 
Company as thou art hath in Reaſon taken trum me 11 A 
Wentation of Sorrow. 1 
Pins. The Reaſon? | livers 
P. Henry, What would'ſt thou think of me if I ſhou'4 P. 
„cep! 7 . there | 
P.ins. Twould think thee a moſt princely Hy poctite. Pei 

P. Hemy. It wou!d be every Man's 'Thought ; ang * 


thou art a bleſſed Fellow, to think as every Man thinks; 
ever a Man's T hought in the World keeps the Road, G. 

Kay better than thine; ; every Man would think me an 
Hy pocrite indeed. And what excites your moſt Wor-. ** 
'pful Thought to think fo? = 


Heins. Why, becauſe you have been ſo lewd, and ſo þ HF 
much ingraſtcd to Falltaf. : 8 
E 


P. Hens 5. And to thee. By 
Poins. Nay, by this Light I am well ſpoken of, 11 _ 
can hear it with mine own Ears; the worſt they can Has 
{ay of me is, that I am a ſecond Brother, and that Iam Þ p. 1 
proper Fellow of my Hands: And thoſe two Thing ek 
! conteſs J cannot help. Look, look, here comes Bar- 2 
2h. | N 


P. Hens. And. the Boy that I gave F alfa; he had hin | 4 
gem m Chrifian, and foe f the for Villain have at | himſelf 


net. 


K wa *} 4 


trans form'd him Ape. dchey ne 
SCENE v. | the Kin 

upon hi 

Zuter-Pardolph and Page. | borrowe 

Bard. Save your Grace, P. H. 
P. Henry. And your's, moſt noble Bardolph. I Sch it 
Poins. Come you pernicious Aſs, you baſhful Fool WM p49. 


muſt 'F Ou. be bluſhin 8 ? wheref ore bluſh you now:: ? what! 


allen | Harry 


ng 
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tmaidenly Man at Arms are you become? Ts it ſach- 2 
Matter to get a Pottle-pot's Maiden-head? 

Page. He'tall'd me even now, ry Lord, through 2 
rd Lattice, and I could diſcern no Part-of his Face Trom 
© the Window; at laſt I*.py'd his Eyes, and methought 
he had made two Holes in the Ale-wive's new Petticoat, 
| and peep'd through. 

„pi. Henry. Hath not the Boy profited? 

Fard. Away, yeu whorſon upright Rabbet, way. 
Dae. Away you raſcaily Athea's Dream, away 

„pP. Henry. Inſtruct us, Boy, what Dream, Boy ? 

age. Marry, my Lord, Althea dream'd the was de 

iiver'd of a Firebrand, and therefore Icall him her Dream. 
P. Henry. A Crown's-worth of good Interpretation ; 


here it is, Boy. Gives him More 
* Prins. O that this good Bloſſom could be kept from 

6 Cankers: Well, there is Six-pence to preſerve thee. 

ind 


Bard. If you do not mike him be: hang'd among you, 
de Gallows ſhall be wrong'd. 


ad. p. Hemy. And how doth thy Maſter, Bario/3h? 
Bard. Well, my good Lord; he heard of your Gracc's 
coming to Town. There's a Letter for you. 


„ PF. Heng. Deliver'd with good Reſpect; and how Loth 
che Mertlemas, your Maſter ? 


Bard. In bodily Health, Sir. | 
i Poins. Marry, the immortal Part needs a Phyſicians 
„I hat that moves net him; though that be ſick, it diss 
net. 
P. Henry. I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with 
me as my Dog; and holds his Place; for look you hoy? 


* bt writes. | 
hi | Poins reads. John Falſtaff, Knight every Man 
; - * muſt know that, as oft as he hath Occaſion to name 


: himſelf: Even like thoſe that are kin to the King, for 
| they never prick their Finger but they ſay, here is ſame of” 
| the King's Blood fpilt. How comes that ? ſays he that __ 
upon him not to conceive: The Anſwer is 7 ready as 
borrowed Cap; Jam the King's pœr Confin, Sir. 

P. Henry. Nay, they will be kin to us, but they will 
ietch it from Fapher, But to the Letter: Sir Jobn 
y ROAR, Knight, to the Son of the King, neareſt his Felber, 

Har ry Prince of Wales, Greeting. 
B 2 | Pein: 


Fool, 


(hat 1 


A FT, WT 


51 an ul 20 


. „% Oecond ar 
Poins, Why this is a Certificate, 


* Henry. Peace. 

Ji imitate the luncurahle Romans in Brewvity. 

P9115, Sure he means Brevity in Breath; Short-winded, 

mmm me to thee, I commend thee and I leave thee. 5. 

"17 too familiar with Poins, for he miſuſes thy Favour: * 
uh, that he frurart ti on art t9 marry his Siſter Nell. Re. 
Pr „t at idle Times as thou may, and ſo Farewel. Thine, by 
I hich is as much as to ſay, as thou uſe / dis: 
ck Falitaff 2077 my Familiars: John with my By others 
ar St/ters + And Sir John with all Euro 
fy Lord, 1 will & teep this Letter in Sack, and make him 
Cat it. 

P. Henry. That's to make him eat twenty of his Word 
But do you uſe me thus, Ned? muſt I marry your Siſter 

Point. May the Wench have no worſe Fortune. But | 
never {aid ſo. 

P. Henry. Well, thus we play the Fool with the Time. 
and the Spirits of the Wiſe tit in the Clouds and mock us: 
3s vour Maſter here in London ? | 

Bard. Yes, my Lord. 

P. Hemy. Where ſups he ? 
the old + Frank ? 

Bard. At the old Place, my Lord, in Ea/7-c:cap. 

P. Henry. What. Company ? 

Page. Epheſians, my Lord, of the old Church. 

P. Henry. Sup any Women with him ? 

Page. None, my Lord, but old Mrs. Qrichh, ard 
Mrs. Dol Tear-/heet. 

P. Henry. What Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinſwoman 
of my Maſter's. 

P. Henry. Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh Heifers are tothe 
Tovn- Bull Shall we ſteal upon them, Ned, at Supper ? 

Point. I am your Shadow, my Lord, 11! follow you. 

P. Henry. Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no Word to 
your Maſter that I am yet come to Town. There's for 
your Silence. - 

Bard. I have no Tongue, Sir. 

Page. And for mine, Sir, I will govern it. 


0 


(a> 


Doth the old Boar feed it 


P. Herry, 


+ Frank, z. e. a Hog: ſty. 


Threw 


Bring 


Who t 


There 


For yo 
Fer his 
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Did al. 


To do 
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P. Henry. Fare ye well: GO. This Del Tear (prot 
ſhould be tome Road. 
Point. 1 Warrant you, 2s common as the Way between 
St. bans and Lon on. 
4 P. Henry. How might we ſee Fa/7aff beftow himſelt 
| To-night in his true Colours, and not ourſelves be ſcen? 
| Poins. Put on two Leather Jerkins and Aprone, and 
; wait upon him at his Table, like Drawers. | 
P. Henry. From a God to a Bull? a heavy Declenſion. 
It was Joe's Caſe. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low 
| Transformation; that ſhall be inine: For in every 
| Thing, the Purpoſe muſt weigh with the Folly. Follow 


nme, Nea. [ Excunt, 
F 
Northumberland. 
Enter Northumberland, Lady Northumberland, and 
Lady Percy. 
 MNorth. I pr'ythee loving Wife, and gentle D aughter 
Live even way unto my rough Affairs. 


Put not you on the Viſage of the Times, 
And be like them to Percy, Troubleſome. | 

L. North. T have giv'n over, I will ſpeak no more: 

Do what you will; Your Wiſdom be your Guide. 

North. Alas, ſweet Wife, my Honour is at pawn, 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

L. Percy. Oyetfor Heav'n's Sake go not totheſe Wars, 
The Time was, Father, that you broke your Word, 
in KF When you were more endear'd to it, than now; 

Vhen your own Percy, when my Heart dear Harry 
ne WU Threw many a Northward Look, to ſee his Father 
Bring up his Pow'rs ; but he did long in vain ! 


= 
> — 


Who then perſuaded you to ſtay at Home:? | 
to There were two Honours loſt ; your's and your Son's. 
07 WW For your's, may heav'nly Glory brighten it! 


For his, it ſtuck upon him as the Sun 
In the grey Vault of Heav'n; and by his Light 
Did all the Chivalry of ug land move 
Io do brave Acts. He was indeed the Glaſs 
herein the noble Youth did dreſs themſelves. 
B 3 He 


- 
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He had no Legs, that, practis'd not his Gait: 


And ipeaking thick, which Nature made his Blemiſt, 


Became the Accents of the Valiant: 
For thoſe that could ſpeak low and tardily, 
Wauld turn their own Perfection to Abuſe, 
To ſeem like him. So that in Speech, in Gait, 
In. Diet,. in AﬀeCtions of Delight, 
In military Rules, humours of Blood, 
He was the Mark and Glaſs, Copy and Book, 
"That faſhion'd others. And him, wond'rous him 
© Miracle of Men! him did you Leave 
To look upon the hideous God of War 
In Diſadvantage, to abide a Field | 
Where nothing but the ſound of Hot. ſhur's Name 
Did ſoem defenfſible: So you left him. 
Never, O never do his Ghoſt the Wrong, 
To hold your Honour more preciſe and nice 
With others, than with him. Let them alone 
The Marſnal and the Archbiſhop are rong. 
Had my ſweet Harry had but half their Numbers, 
To-day might I (hanging en Horſtur's Neck) 
Have talk'd of Monmonth's Grave. 

| North, Beſhrew your Heart, 
Fair Daughter, you do draw my Spirits from me. 
With new lamenting antient Over-ſights. 
But I muſt go and meet with Danger there; 
Or it will ſeek me in another Place, 
And find me worſe provided. 

L. North. Fly to Scotland, 

Till that the Nobles and the armed Commons 
Have of their Puiſſance made a little Taſte. 


L. Percy. If they get Ground and Vantage of the King, 


Then join you with them, like a Rib of Steel, 


To make Strength ſtronger. But for all our Loves, 


Firſt let them try themſelves. So did your Son: 
He was ſo ſuffer d; ſo came I a Widow: 
And never ſhall have Length of Life enough, 


'To rain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 


Ne tauenty teu - following Lines, are of theſe added t; 


Shakeſpear after his firſt Edition, 


— 


1% 


hat: 
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That it may grow and ſprout as high as Heav'n, 
For Recordation to my noble Husband 
North. Come, come, go in with me; "tis with my 
Mind 
As with the Tide ſwelb'd up unto his height, 
That makes a Still- ſand, running neither Way: 
Fain would I go to meet the Archbiſhop, 
But many thouſand Reaſons hold me backs: 
Iwill reſolve for Scotlaud; there am I, 
Till Time and Vantage crave my Company. [| Exeun;:; 


SCENE VII. 
Tavern in Eaſtcheap. 
Enter tæuo Drawers... 
r Draw; What the Devil haſt thou brought there? 
Apple-Zohns ? thou know'ſt Sir John cannot endure an 


Apple-Fohn. 
2 Draw. Mals ! thou ſayeſt true; the Prince once ſet a> 


Dich of Apple-Fohrs before him, and told him there were 


five-more Sir Fchns ; and putting off his Hat, ſaid, I will 
now take my Leave of theſe fix dry, round old, wither" 
Knights. It anger'd him to the Heart; but he hath forget 
that. ö 

i Draw. Why then cover, and ſet them down; and 
ſee if thou canſt find out Seats Noiſe; Mrs. Tearaſbett 
would fain hear ſome Muſick. * Diſpatch ! the Room 


where they ſupp'd is too hot, they'll come in ſtrait, 


2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Mater 
Poins anon; and they will put on two of our Jerkins and 
Aprons, and Sir John muſt not know of it. Bardi p 


hath brought Word. 


1 Draw, Then here will be old + Lis: It will be an 


excellent Stratagem. 


2. Draw.. I'll ſee if I can find out Seat. [Excant, 


Entcr Hoſteſs and Dol. 
Hoſt. Sweet-heart, methinks now you are in an excc!- 
; 4 let 
* This Period is from the firſt Edition. 
+ Utis, an old Word yet in uſe in ſome Countiet, fienif) ing a 
merry Feſtival, from the French Huit. | 
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lent good Temperality ; your Pulſide beats as extraorg;. 
narily as Heart would defire ; and your Colour, I war. 
rant you, is as Red as any Roſe ; but you have drank tg 
much Canary, and that's a marvellous ſearching Wine; 
and it perfumes the Blood ere we can ſay, what's this. 
How do you now ? 

Dol. Better than I was : Hem. 

Hojt. Why, that was well ſaid: A good Heart's worth 
Gold. Look, here comes Sir Jahn. 

Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. When Arthur firſt in Court empty the Toy. 
dan and was a worthy Ring: How now, Mrs. Dc? 

Hejt. Sick of a Calm: Yea, good ſooth. 

Fal. So is all her Sect, if they be once in a Calm, they 
are fick. - 

Di. You muddy Raſcal, is that all the Comfort you 
give me ? 

Fal. You make fat Raſcals, Mrs Dol. 

Dol. I make them ! Gluttony and Diſeaſes make them, 
I make them nor, 

Fal. If the Cook make the Gluttony, you help to make 
the Diſeaſes, Do/; we catch of you, Dol, we catch of you- 
grant that, my poor Vertue, grant that, 5 

Dol. Ay, marry, our Chains and our Jewels. 

Fal. Your | Breoches; Pearls and Owckes : For to ferve 
bravely, is to come halting off, you know); to come off 
the Breach with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surgery 
bravely ; to venture upon the chargu Chambers bravely ---- 
. Dol. Hang yourſelf, you muddy Conger, hang y our 

elf! 

Hef. By my troth this is the old Faſhion; . you two 
never meet but you fall to ſome Diſcord; you are both, in 
good troth, as rheumatick as two dry Toaſts, you cannot 
one bear with another's Confirmities. What the good-year? 
one mult bear, and that muſt be you; you are the weaker 
Veſlel, as they ſay, the emptier Veſſel. [To Dol. 

Dol. Can a weak empty Veſſel bear fuch a huge full 
Hogſhead ? there's a whole Merchants Venture of Bour- 
deaux ſtuff in him; you have not ſeen a Hulk better ſtuſt 
in the Hold. Come, I'll be Friends with thee, Fact : 

: . „ thou 

t Brooches, were Chaintef Gold that Women wore formerly 

eboul their necks, Owchesn were boſſes of Gold ſet with Diamonds, 
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thou art going to the Wars, and whether I ſhall ever ſeẽ 
thee again or no, there is no body cares. 


SCENE IX. 


Enter Drawer. 
Draw. Sir, Antient Piſtol is below, and would ſpeak 
1 with you. 
Dol. Hang him, ſwaggering Raſcal, let him not come 
hither ; it is the foul-mouth'd Rogue in England. 
Hen. If he ſwagger, let him not come here: No by 


? my faith: I mult Jive amongſt my Neighbours, I'll no 
| Swaggerers : I am in good name and fame with the very 
7 beſt ; ſhut the Door, there comes no Swaggerers here: 


I have not liv'd all this while to have Swaggering now 3 
u fhut the Door, I pray you. 
Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hoſteſs 


Ile. Pray you pacity yourſelf, Sir Fon, there comes 


1, no Swaggerers here. | 

| Fel. Doſt thou hear it is mine Antient. 
ce H,. Tilly-fally, Sir John, never tell me, your antient 
u- Swaggerer comes not in my Doors. I was before Maſter 


| Tifick the Deputy the other Day; and as he ſaid to me 
it was no longer ago than Veducſciay laſt Neighbour 
ve MW 2uickly, ſays he; - Maſter Domb our Miniiter was by 


of then; neighbour Ducky, ſays he, receive thoſe 
ry that are civil; for, ſaith be, you are in an ill naine ; now 
— he faid fo, I can tell whereupon ; for, ſays he, you are 
ur en honeſt Woman, and well thought on, therefore take 
heed what Gueſts you receive; receive, ſays he, 10 Swag- 
wo gering Companions. There come none here. 
in You would bleſs you to hear what he ſaid. No, Vil no 
10t Swaggerers. 
x? Fal. He's no Swaggerer, Hoſteſs ; a tame Cheater, i' 
er faith; you may ſtroke him as gently as a Puppey-grey- 
ol. hound; he will not ſwagger with a Barbary Hen, it her 
ull Feathers turn back in any Shew of Refillance, Call him 
ur- up, Drawer. 
uft Hot. Cheater, call you him ? I will bar no honeſt Man 
"© my Houſe, nor no Cheater; but I do not love fwaggering 3 
10 lam the worſe when one ſays, Swagger ; feel, Matter. , 


rly how I ſhake, look you, I warrant yuu, 
ds. Del. So you do, Hoſteſs. 
B 5 Hof. 


30 The Second Part of 


Ho. Do 1? yea, in very Truth do J, as if it were ay 
Alpen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 


N 
Enter Piſtol, Bardolph_ard Page. 


Pi. Save you Sir John. 

Zul. Welcome, Anticnt Pil. Here, Pi/tol, I cl.a:gs 
v#cu with a Cup of. Sack; do you diicharge upon min: 
Hoſteſs. | 

ift. I will diſcharge upon her, Sir Tobn, with two 
Bullets. 

Fal. She is Piſtol Proof, Sir, you ſhall hardly offend her. 

He. Come, I'll drink no Proc, nor no Bullets: | 
Will drink no more than will do me good, for no Mai 
Pleaſure, I. N 

Pig. Then to you, Miſtreſs Dorothy, I will charge you. 

Del. Charge me II ſcorn you, ſcurvy Companion! what? 
you poor, bale, raſcally, cheating, lack-!innen Mate ; 
ay, you, mouldy Rogue, away, I am Meat for your 
Maſter. 

Pi. I know you, Miſtreſs Dorothy. 

Del. Away, you cut-purſe. Raſcal, you filthy Bung a. 
way; by this Wine, Pl thurſt my Knife in your mouldy 
Chaps if you play the ſaucy Cuttle with me. Away you 
bottle-ale Raſcal, you basket-hilt ſtale Jugler you. Since 
when, I pray you, Sir? what, with two Points on your 
Shoulder? much. 

P.. T will murder your Ruff for this. 

Fal. No more, Piſtol; I wou'd not have you go off 
here; diicharge yourſelf of our Company, Pio 

Haft. No, good Captain P:/7c/; not here, ſweet Captair, 

Dol. Captaih ! thou abominable damn'd Cheater, art 
thou not 2ſham'd to be call'd Captain? if Captains were of 
my mind they would truncheon you out for taking their 
Names upon you, before you have earn'd them. You 
a Captain ! you Slave! for what? for tearinga poor Whores 
Ruf in a Bawdy-Hovfe ? he a Captain! hang him, Rogue, 
ke lives upon mouldy ftew'd Prunes and dry'd Cakes. 4 
Captain theſe Villains will make the Word Captain +: 

odicu 


Þ aut of the ell Edition, 
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edious as the the Word Occupy ; which was an excellent 
cood Word before it was ill ſorted: Therefore Captains 
kad need look to it. 
Bard. Pray thee go down, good Antient. 
Tal. Hark thee hither, Miſtreſs. Dol. 
Pift. Not I: F tell the what Corporal Basdopbh, I: 
could tear her: I'll be reveng'd on her. | 
Page. Pray thee go down. 
Piſi. I'll ee her damn'd firſt: To P/utds damned Lake, 
to the infernal Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile alſo. 


Hola Hook and Line, ſay I: Down. Down Dogs, down 
. Fates: Have we not Hiren here? 

. Hoſt. Good Captain Peel be quiet, it is very late: I 
þ beſcech you now, aggravate not your Choler, 

I's Pit. Theſe be good Humours indeed. Shall Pack-horſes 


And hollow-pamper'd Jades of Aa, 
Which cannot go but thirty Miles a Day, 
Compare with Cæſar, and with Cannibal, 
And Trgjan Greeks ? Nay, rather damn them with 
r King Cerberas, and let the Welkin roar : 
Shall we fall foul for Toys? 
He. By my Troth, Captain, theſe are very bitter Words, - 
| | Bard. Be gone, good Antient : This will grow to a 


ay Brawl anon. 
55 Pif. Die Men, like Dogs. give Crowns like Pins 
oy | have we not Hiren here? 
N Hojt. On my Word, Captain, there's none ſuch here. 

| What the Good- year? Do you think I would deny her 

. I pray be quiet. 

2 Peſt. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipoll ; come, 
5 give me ſome Sack. Si fortuna me tormante, Jperato me 
_ content. 
* Fear we Broadſides? No, let the Fiend give Fire: 
* Give me ſome Sack: And Sweetheart, lie thou there: 
"a Come we to full Points here; and are & cetera's nothing? 
4. Fal. Piſtol, I would be quiet. 
: | Pi. Sweet Knight, I kiſs thy +. Neif; what! we 
* have ſeen the ſeven Stars. 
X. Rol. Thurſt him down Stairs, I:cannot endure ſuch a 
A fuſtian Raſcal. 
. B 6 Pi- 


+ Neif, un Nativa, z. e. ¶ Woman Slave that is barn 
in ane Houſe. He would kiſs Dol. | 
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Piſt. Thruſt him down Stairs, know we not galloy; ay 
_ Nags? 


Fal. Quoit him down, Barablph, like a ſhove. -Yroat and | 
Shilling: Nay, if he do nothing but ſpeak nothing, be 
iball be nothing here. 

Bard, 'Come, get you down Stairs. 

Piſt. What ſhall we have Inciſion Shall we embrey ? Fa 
Then Death rock me aſleep, abridge my doleful Days: Do n 
Why then let grevious, ghaſtly, gaping Wound, untwine Ds 
the Siſters three: Come, Atropos, I fay. [ Drawing his Sword. Fa 

Hot. Here's goodly Stuff toward. made 
Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. - Do 

Del. I pr'ythee, Fack, I pr'ythee do not draw. Fa 

Fal. Get you down Stairs. as thi 

[ Drawing, and driving Piſtol out, in hit 

Het. Here's a goodly Tumult; DH forſwear keeping Do, 
Houte, before I'll be in theſe Tirrits and Frights. So mur. "Ma 
ther, I warrant now. Alas, alas, put up your naked plays 
Weapons, put up your naked Weapons. drink 

Dal. I pr'ythee, Fack, be quiet, the Raſcal is gone: wild 
Ah you Whorſon, little valiant villain you. and f\ 
Ff. Are you not hurt i th Groin ? Methonght he made {moot 
a ihrew'd Thruſt at your Belly. with 1 

Fal. Have you turn'd him out of Doors ? Facull 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the Raſcal's drunk : You have hurt him, Body, 
Sir, in the Shoulder. | Prince 

Fal. A Rafcal to brave me?! will ti 

Del. Ah, you ſweet little Rogue you: Alas, poor Ape, P. 
bow thou feat ? Come, let me wipe thy Face Fars c 
come on you Whorſon Chops---ah Rogue, I love thee---- Por 
thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of Ma- 3 
memnon; and ten Times better than the nine Worthies: Pol! cl 
A Villain! Pol. 

Faul. A raſcally Slave! I will tofs the e ina Blanket. out. liv 
Dol. Do if thou dar'ſt for thy Heart: If thou doſt, 11 Fal. 
n thee between a Pair of Sheets. P. 

Enter Muſick. What 

Page. The Muſick is come, Str. Poi: 

Tal. Let them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dol. not tif 
A Raſcal, bragging Slave ! The Rogue fled from me like Counſe 
Quitk-filyer. 2 


Dol. I' faith and thou Follow him like a oe. 


* . 
* 


ie 


| Counſel-keeper ? 
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thou whorſon little tydie Bartholomenu Boar-pig, when 
wilt thou leave fightin gon Days, and foyning on Nights, 
and begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? 


SCENE XL. 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins diſeuis'd. 
Fal. Peace, goed Dol, do not ſpeak like a Death's-head: 


Do not bid me remember mine End. 


Dol. Sirrah, what Humour is the Prince of? 
Fal. A good ſhallow young Fellow : He would have 
made a good Pantler, he would have chipp'd Bread well. 


Dol. They ſay Poins hath a good Wit. 


Fal. He a good Wit? Hang him, Baboon, his Wit is 
as thick as Tewksbury Muſtard : There is no more Conceit 
in him, than is in a Mallet. : 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then? 

Ful. Becauſe their Legs are both of a Bignefs : Aud he 
plays at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fennel, and 
drinks off Candles End for Flap-Dragons, and rides the 
wild Mare with the Boys, and jumps upon Joint Stools, 
and {wears with a good Grace, and wears his Boot very 
ſmooth lilce unto the Sign of the Leg, and breeds no Bate 
with telling of diſcreet Stories; and ſuch other gambol 
Faculties he hath, that ſhew a weak Mind and an able 
Body, for the which the Prince admits him: For the 


| Prince himſelf is ſuch another: The Weight of an Hair 


will turn the Scales between their Averdupois. 
P. Henry. Would not this Nave of a Wheel have his 


Ears cut off? | | 


Point. Let us beat him before his Whore. | | 
P. Henny. Look, if the wither'd Elder hath not his 
Pol! claw'd like a Parrot. 
Pans. Is it not ſtrange that Deſire ſhould fo many years 
out-live Performance ? . 
re, . 
P. Henry. Saturn and Venus this Year in Conjunction! 


What ſays the Almana ck to that? 


Poins. And look, whether the fiery 7-420 his Man be 
not lifping to his Maſter's old Tables, his Notebook, his 
Fal. Thou doſt give me flattering Buſſes. 
Dol. By my Troth I Kifs therewith a ntoſt eonſtant Heart. 
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Fal. J am old, I am old. 

Dal. I love thee better than I love &er a ſcurvy youry 
Boy of them all. 

Fal. What ſtuff wilt thou have a Kittle of? I ſhall re. 
ceive Money on Y /aay: Thou ſhalt have a Cap To-mor. 
row. Amerry Song, come: It grows late, we will tg 
Bed. Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 

Dol. By my Troth thou wilt ſet me a Weeping if thay 
ſay'ſt ſo : Prove that ever Idreſs myſelf handſome till thy 
Return Well, hearken the End. 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis. 

P. Henry. Poins. Anan, anon, Sir. 

Fal. Ha! A Baſtard Son of the King's ! And art not 
thou Poins his Brother? 

B. Henry. Why, thou Globe of finful Contiments, what 
a Life daſt thou lead? 

Fal. A better than thou: I am a Gentleman, thou art 
a Drawer. | 

P. Henry. Very true, Sir; and Icome to draw you out 
by the Ears. 

Hoſt. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy. ſtood Grace. Wel. 


come to London. Now Heav'n bleſs that ſweet Face of doth 
thine : What, are you come from Wales ? ds 

Fal. Thou whorſon made compound of Majeſty, by P. 
this light Fleſh and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. wh 


. [Leaning his Hand upon Dol. 
Dol. How ! You fat Fool, 1 ſcorn you. ther 


Poins. My Lord, he will drive you out of your Revenge, He 
and turn all to a Merriment, if you take not the Heat, Fa 

P. Henry. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vilely = tl 
did you ſpeak of me even now,. before this honeſt, vir- or fu 
tuous, civil Gentlewoman ? the L 

Hof. Bleſſing on your good Heart, and ſo ſhe is by my Ho 
Troth. | or tw 

Fal. Did'ſt thou hear me? = 
P. Henry. Ves; and you knew me as you did when you F 
ran away by Gads-hill, yon knew I was at your Back, al 


and ſpoke it om Purpoſe to try my Patience. 
Fal. No, no, no; not ſo; I did not think thou waſt 
within hearing. 
P. Henry. I fhall drive you then to confeſs the wilſul 
Abuſe, and then I know how.to handle you, 2 
FA.. 
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Ful. No Abuſe, Hal, on my Honour, no Abuſe. 
p. Henry. Not to diſpraiſe me, and call me Pantler, 
and Bread-chipper, and I know not what ? 
Fal. No Abuſe, Has: 
| Poing. No Abuie ! | 
| Fol. No Abuſe, Ned in the World; honeſt Ned, none. 
Idiſpradꝰd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked might 
not fall in Love with him ;. in which doing, I have done 
the Part of a carcful Friend, aud true Subject, and. thy 
Father is to give me Thanks for it. No Abuſe, Hal, none, 
Nei, none; no, Boys, none. | 

P. Henry. See now whether pure Fear and entire Cow- 
ardiſe doth not make thee wrong this virtuous Gentle« 
woman, to cloſe with us? Is ſhe ot the Wicked? Is thine 
* Hoſteſs here of the Wicked? Or is the Boy of the Wick. 

ed? or honeſt Bardo/ph, whoſe Zeal burns in his Noſe, 
2 of the Wicked? | 
Poins. Anſwer, thou dead Elm, anſwer. 
a Tal. The Fiend hath prickt down Bardolph irrecovera- 
| ble, and his Face is Lucefer's Privy-kitchen, where he 
doth nothing but roaſt Mault- worms: For the Boy, there 
is a good Angel about him, but the Devil ſ out-bids him too. 

P. Henry. For the Women ;. | 

Fal. For one of them, ſhe is in Hell already, and burns 

r Souls : For the other, I owe her Money ; and whe- 
ol. ther ſhe be damn'd for that, I know not. 

Het. No, I warrant you. 

Fal. No I think thou art not: I think thou art quit 
forthat. Marry, there is another Indictment upon thee, 
for ſuffering Fleſh to be eaten in thy Houſe, contrary ta. 
the Law, 2 the which I think thou wilt howl. 

Hot. All Victuallers do ſo: What is a Joint of Mutton 
er two in a whole Lent ? | 

P. Henry. You, Gentlewoman. . 
Dol. What ſays your Grace? ; 
Fal. His Grace ſays, that which his Fleſh rebels again 
Heſt. Who knocks ſo loud at Door; Look to the Door 


there, Francis. 


} Ti the firſt Edition it t.the Devil blinds him too. © 
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SCENE XI. 


Enter Peto. 


P. Henry. Peto, how now? What News? 
| Pero. The King your Father is at Weſtminſter, 
And there are twenty weak and wearied Poſts 
Come from the North ; and as I came along, 
I met and overtook a dozen Captains, 
Bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the Taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir John Faltaf. 
P. Henry, By Heav'n, Poins, I feel me much to blame, 
So idly to profane the precious Time; 
When Tempeſt of Commotion, like the South 
Born with black Vapour, doth begin to melt 
And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads. 
Give me my Sword, and Cloak: Fa//af, good Night. 
3 [ Exeunt Prince and Poins. 
- Fal. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſel of the Night, 
and we mult hence, and leave it unpickt. More knock- 
ing at the Door ? How now ? what's the Matter ? 
Bard. You muſt away to Court, Sir, preſently : A do- 
zen Captains ſtay at Door for you, 
Fal. Pay the Muſicians, Sirrah : Farewel Hoſteſs, fare- 
wel Del. You ſee, my good Wenches, how Men of Me- 
ritare ſought after ; the Undeſerver may fleep, when the 
Man of Action is called on. Farewel, good Wenches; if 
I be not ſent away Poſt, I will fee you again, ere I go. 
Dol. I cannot ſpeak, if my Heart be not ready to bull 
— well, ſweet Jack, have a Care of thyſelf. 
Fal. Farewel, farewel. [Ex 
Hef. Well, fare thee well: J have known thee theſe 
twenty nine Years, come Peſcod time; but an konettes 
and truer-hearted Man well, fare thee well. | 
Bard. Mrs. Tear-/heet. 
Hot. What's the Matter? 
Bard. Bid Miſtreſs Frar gert come to my Maſter. 
Haft. O run, Dol, run; run, good Dal. [Excuit. 


ACT 
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ACT MN. SCENE I. 


LOND O N. 


Emter King Henry in his Night gown, with a Page. 


K. —— O, call the Earls of Surry and of Farwick 3 

| But ere they come, bid them o'er-read 
theſe Letters, 

And well conſider ofthem: Make good Speed. [Exit Page. 

How many Thouſands of my pooreſt Subjects 

Are at this Hour aſleep ! G gentle Sleep, 

t « Nature's ſoft Nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 

. « That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 

t, « And ſteep my Senſes in Forgetfulneſs ? 

22 « Why rather, Sleep, ly'ſt thou in ſmoaky Cribs, 

« Upon uneafy Pallets ſtretching thee, 

And huſht with buzzing Night- flies to thy ſlumber ; 

« Than in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great, 

« Under the Canopies of coſtly State, - 

« And halld with Sounds of ſweeteſt Melody ? 

OO thou dull God, why ly'ſt thou with the Vile 

« In loathſome Beds, and leav'ft the kingly Couch 

« A Watch-cafe, or a common Larum-bell ? 5 

« Wilt thou upon the high and giddy Maſt, | 

Seal up the ſhip-boy's Eyes, and rock his Brains, 


ct, Ja Cradle of the rude imperious Surge; 
{e « And in the Viſitation of the Winds, 
er « Who cake the Ruffian Billows by the Top. 


Curling their monſtrous Heads and hanging them 
With deaf'ning Clamours in the ſlip'ry -Shrouds, 
That with the Hurley, Death itſelf awakes ? 
* Can't thou, O partial Sleep, give thy Repoſe 

27. To the wet Sea-boy in an Barr ſo rude ? 

And in the calmeſt 3 the ſtilleſt Night, 

* With all Appliances and Means to boot, 

« Deny 
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«© Deny it to a King? Ther happy low! Lve down; 
Uncaſy lies the Head that wears a Crown. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Warwick and Surrey. 

Har. Many good-morrows to your Majeſty, 

R. Henry. Is it good-morrow, Lords ? 

Þ ar. l is one O'Clock, and-palt. 

R. Henry. Why then good-morrow toyouall, my Lox: 
Have you read o'er the Letters that I tent you ? 

War. We have, my Liege. 

K. Henry. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdom. 


How foul it is; what rank Diſeaſes grow, 


And with what Danger,. near the Heart of it. 
ar. It is but as a Body, yet diſtemper'd,. 

Which to its former Strength may be reſtored, 

With good Advice and little Medicine? 

My Lord Northumberland will ſoon be cool'd. 


K. Henry, Oh Heav'n that one might read the Bock 


of Fate, 
And ſee the Revolution of the Times 
Make Mountains level, and the Continent 
Weary of ſolid Firmneſs, melt itſelf 
Into the Sea ; and other Times, to fee 
The beachy Girdle of the Qcean 
Too wide for Neptune's Hips.: How Chances mock 
And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration 
With divers Liquors. O, if this were ſeen, 
The happieſt Youth viewing his Progeſs through, 
What Perils paſt, what Crofles to enſue, 
Wou'd ſhut the Book, and fit him down and die. 
"Tis not ten Years ſince Richard and Northumberland 
Did Feaſt together; and in two Years after 
Were they at Wars. It is but eight Years fince 
This Percy was the Man neareſt my Soul, 
Wha, like a Brother, toil'd in my Affairs 
And laid his Love and Life under my Foot; 
Yea for my Sake ev'n to the Eyes of Richard 
Gave him Defiance. Which of you was by ? 


(You, Couſin Nevil, as I may remember) [7 Warm 
| When 
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When Richard with his Eye brim-ſull of Tears, 
Ihen check'd and rated by Neribumberland, 
Did ſpeak theſe Words, now prov'd a Prophecy. 
Northumberland, thou Ladder by the which 
„My Coufin Bolingbroke aſcends my Throne: 
Though then, Heav'n knows, I had no ſuch Intent. 
But that Neceſlity ſo bow'd the State, 
That I and Greatneſs were compell'd to kiſs). 
% The Time ſhall come, (thus did he follow it,) 
« The Time will come, that foul Sin gathering Head, 
„ Shall break into Corruption: So went on, 
Fore:- telling this ſame Lime's Condition, 
And the Diviſion of our Amity. 

Mar. There is a Hiſtory in all Men's Lives, 
Figuring the Nature of the Limes deceas'd ;. 
The which obſerv'd, a Man may propheſy 
Wich a near Aim, of the main Chance of Things 
As yet not come to- Life, which in their Seeds 
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And weak Beginnings lie intreaſured. 


Such Things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neceſſary Form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect Gueſs, 
That great Northumberland, then falſe to him, 
Would of that Seed grow to a greater Falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould.not find a Ground to Root upon, 
Unleſs on yau. 
K. Henry. Are theſe Things then Neceſſities ? 
Then let us meet them like Neceſſities; 
And that ſame Word even now cries out on us: 
They fay the Biſhop and Northumberla 
Are ifty Thouſand ſtrong. 
Mar. It cannot be: 
Rumour doth double, like the Voice and Eccho, 
The Numbers of the Fear'd. Pleaſe it your Grace 
To go to Bed. Upon my Life, my Lord, 
The Pow'rs that you already have ſent. forth 
Shall bring this Prize in very eaſily. 
To comfort you the more, I have recciv'd 
A certain Inſtance that Glendowey is dead. 
Your Majeſty hath been this F ortnight ill, 
And theſe unſeaſon'd Hours pe: force muſt add 
Unto your Sickneſs. 


K. Henry. 
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K. Horry, I will take your Counſel : 
And were theſe imvard Wars once out of Hand, 
We would, dear Lords, unto the Holy-Land. EA 


S CE NE III. 
dhe COUNT RI: 


Enter Shallow aud Silence, Juſtices; with Nouldy, 
Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bull-calf 


Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give me voy; 
Hand, Sir; an early Stirrer by the F Rood. And ln 
Doth my good Couſin Silence? 

Sil. Good morrow, good Confin Shallow, 


Shal. And how doth my Couſin, your Bed- fellow? 


and your faireſt Daughter, and mine, my God-daughie; 
Ellen ? 

Sil. Alas, a black ouzel Coufin Shallnw. 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare ſay my Couſin 77}. 
liam is become a good Scholar; he is at Oxford ſtill is he 
not ? N 

Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my Coft. 

_ $56hal. He muſt then to the Inns of Court ſhortly: l 
was once of Cmemt's- Inn; where, I think, they will 
talk of mad Shalhwyet. | 

Sed. You were call'd luſty Salle then, Couſin. 

Sbal. I was call'd any thing, and I would have done 
any thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, 
and little Joh Doit of Stafford/bire, and black Carre 
Bare, and Francis Pickbone, and Will. Squeele a Col ai. 
Man, you had not four ſuch Swing-bucklers in all the 
Inns of Court again; and I may ſay to you, we knew 
where the Bona-Roha's were, and had the beſt of them all 
at Commandment. Then was Fack Fata (now Sir 
John, Boy) a Page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Noel: 

Sil. This Sir Fohn, Couſin, that comes hither anon a. 
bout Soldiers? 

Shal. The fame Sir Jobn, the very fame : I ſaw hin 
break Schoggan's Head at the Court-gate, when he was a 
Crack, not thus high; and the very ſame Day 1 did igt 


v In 
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with one Sampſon Stockf/Þ, a Fluiterer, behind Grays- Ius. 
O the mad Days that I have ſpent ! And to ſee how mu 
nv of mine old Acquaintance are dead? 
il. We ſhall all follow, Couſin. 
2 Sha]. Certain, tis certain, very ſure, very ſure; Deat!: 
| (45 the Pſalm iſt ſaith) is certain to all, all ſhall die. How 
x good Yoke of Bullocks at Stamford Fair? 
$:/. Truly, Couſin I was not there. 
Shal. Death is certain. Is old Double of your Town 
„ling yet? 
Sil. Dead Sir, 
Shal. Dead ! See, fee, he drew a good Bow; and dead 


us ot a fine Shoot. Jabn of Gaunt loved him well, and 
bered much Money on his Head, Dead! He would have 
(apt in the Clowt at twelve Score, and carried you a fore- 
hand Shaft a fourteen and fourteen and a half, that it 
1 would have done a Man's Heart good to ſee. How a Score 
il 


of Ewes now? 

di. Thereafter as they be: A Score of good Ewes may 
be worth ten Pounds. 

al. And is old Double dead? 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Bardolph and Page. | 

% Here comes two of Sir Fohn Fal/taff*s Men, as I 
thank. 

gal. Good morrow, honeſt Gentlemen. 

Bard. I beteech you, which is Juſtice Shallow ? 

Sal. I am Robert Sha/low, Sir, a poor Eſquire of this 
County, one of the King's Juſtices of the Peace: What 
«nals your good Pleaſure with me ? 
| the ard. My Captain, Sir, commend him to you: My 
new WMe+P:4in Sir J Fa/tap”; a tall Gentleman by Heav'n! 
dad a moſt gallant Leader. 

, Gr Wl . He greets me well: Sir, I knew him a good 
»falk pick-lword Man, How doth the good Knight? May I' 
k how my Lady his Wife doth ? | 

bard. Sir, pardon, a Soldier is better accommodated 
an with a Wife. | 
was a Val. It is well aid, Sir; and it is well ſaid indeed, 
bo: Better accommodated it is good, yea indeed is 
vn good Phraſes ſurely are, and every where, very com- 
{ Edition 1600. mendable, 
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mendable. Accommodated it comes of 4ccomy; , 
very good, a good Phraſe. 


Bard. Pardon me Sir, I have heard the Word. Phraſe, 
call you it? By this Day I know not the Phraſe 
But I will maintain the Word with my Sword, to be a 
Seidier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding good Com 
mand. Accommodated, that is, when a Man! is as the 
ſay, accommodated; or, w hen a Man is, being «her: 
by he may be thought to be accommodated, Which! 
excellent Thing. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Falſtaff. 

Sal. It is very Juit': Look, here comes good Sir Y. 
Give me your Hand, give me e Worſhip's good ian 
'Eruſt me, you look w ell, and bear your Years very wc. 
Welcome, good Sir Fobn. 

Fal. lam glad to foe you well, good Maſter Reger: 
Shallow :; Nlaſter Sure-card, as I think ? 

Shal. No, Sir John, it is my Couſin Silence; in Com. 
miſhon with me. 

Tal. Good Maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould be 
of the Peace. 

Sil. Your good Worihip is welcome. 

Fal. Fie, this is hot Weather, Gentlemen, have yon 
provided me here halt a Dozen of ſufficient Men ? 

Shal. Marry have we, Sir: Will you fat ? 

Fal. Let me ſee them, I beſeech you. 

Shal. Where's the Roll? Where's the Roll? Where's 
the Roll? Let me ſee, let me ſee, let me ſee : So, ſo, ſo, 
ſo: Yea, marry, Sir. Ralph Mouldy: Let them appea: 
as I call; Let them do fo, let them * ſo. Let me ſee, 
where 1s Moulay? 

Mel. Here, if it pleaſe you. 

Sal. What think you, Sir Fon? A good limb'd Fel- 
low : Young, ſtrong, and of good Friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy? 

Moul. Yea, if it pleaſe you. 

Fal. Tis the more Time thou wert us'd, 


$hal. Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent i“ faith. Things that 


are mouldy, lack uſe: Very * good. Werl hid, 
85 Jol n, very well ſaid. 
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Fal. Prick him. 
Moul. I was prick'd well enough before, if q ou could 


have let me alone; my old Dame will be undone now 


, for one to do Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need 
2 not have prick'd me, there are other Men fitter to go 
a out than J. 


* Fal. Go to: Peace Moulay, you ſhall go. Maalay, it 
is time you were ſpent. 
Meu. Spent .? ? 

Shal Peace, Fellow, Peace; ſtand aſide ; know you 
where you are? for the other, Sir John. Let me ſee: 
denon SHadocv. 

Fal. Ay marry, let me have him to ſit under: he's like 
to be a cold Soldier. 

Shal. Where's Shadaw ? 

Shad. Here, Sir. 

OY Fal. Shadow, whoſe Son art thou ? 

Shad. My Mother” s Son, Sir. 

Fal. Thy Mother's Son! like enough.; and thy Fa- 
ther's Shadow : So the Son of the Female is the Shadow 
& the Male; it is often ſo indeed, but not of the Fa- 
ther's Subſtance. 

Shal. Do you like him, Sir John? 

Fal. Shadow wall ſerve for a Summer; prick him; for 
we have a Number of Shadows to fill up the Muſter- book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart. 

Fil. Where's he? 

Vart. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Is thy Name Fart? 

Wart. Yes, Sir. 
ben: Fal. Thou art a very ragged Wart 
PF Sal. Shall 1 prick. him down, Sir Tab ? 

f Fal. It were ſuperfluous ; for his Apparel is built upon 
bis Back, and the whole Frame ſtands upon Pins: Prick 
d- n no more. 

Hal. Ha, ha, ha, you can. do it, Sir; vou can do it: 
I commend you well, Francis Feeble. 

Feeble. Here, Sir. 

Fial. What Trade art thou, Feeble ? 

Heble. A Woman's Taylor, Sir. 

Seal. Shall I prick him, Sir? 

£4). You may; but if he had been a Man's Taylor he 
2 | would 
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would have prick'd you. Wilt thou make as mag 
Holes in an Enemy's Battle, as thou haſt done in a W. 
man's Petticoat? 

Feeble. 1 will do my Good-will, Sir; you can have 0 
more. 

Fal. Well ſaid, good Woman's Taylor; well ſaid, coy 
rageous Feeble; thou wilt be as Valiant as the wrath 
Dove, or moſt magnanimous Mouſe. Prick the Me 
man's Taylor well, Maſter Shallow, deep, Maſter Sha//z: 


Feeble. J would Wart might have gone, Sir. 

Fal. J would thou wert a Man's Taylor, that thou Fal. 
might'ſt mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot Shal, 
put him to be a private Soldier, that is the Leader of { o'd; ce 
many Thouſands. Let that ſuffice, moſt forcible Feeb/:, Night=1 


Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice. dil. 
Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Who 1. 
the next ? that thi 
Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green. well? 


Ful. Vea, marry, let us ſee Bulcalf. Fal. 
Bul. Here, Sir, a Halle w 
Ful. Truſt me, a likely Fellow. Come prick me 1. Nba! 
ca//, till he roar again. we have 
Bul. Oh good my Lord Captain. = Ginn! 
Fal. What, doſt thou roar before thou art prickt? | Bud. 
Bul. Oh, Sir, I am a diſeaſed Man. and ber 
Fal. What Diſeaſe haſt thou? | "9 EE 
Bul. A whorſon Cold, Sir; a Cough, Sir, which ! Ard 
c2ught with ringing in the King's Affairs, upon his Co- debe 
ronation Day, Sir. r meds 
Fal. Come, thou ſhalt go to the Wars in a Gown ; we Bard 
will have away thy Cold, and I will take ſuch order that tint, 
thy Friends ſhall ring for thee. Is here all ? dame's 1 
Shal. There is two more called than your Number, you thing ab 
muſt have but four here, Sir; and fo, I pray you, go in not help 
with me to Dinner. Hard, 
Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot Freble 
tarry Dinner. I am glad to ſee you, in good Troth, Cod a « 
Mafter Shallow. aeſtiny, 
Shal. O, Sir John, do you remember ſince we lay all ferve his 
Night in the Wind-will in St. George's Fields? dies this 
Fal. No more of that, good Mattor Sha//oxv, no more Bard, 
of that. | Feeble 


Sal. Fal. C 


@ * 
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Cal. Ha! it was a merry night, And is Jane Night- 
wb alive 2 

Fal. She lives, maſter Sh, . 

SHhal. She never could away with me, 

Ful. Never, never: ſhes would always ſay ſhe could 
not abide maſter .4hall-w. 

71. By the mas | could anger her to the heart: ſhe 
was then a Fena-reba. Doth the hold her own well? 

Ta. Old, old, maiter allow. 

SHhal. Nay, ſhe muſt be old, the cannot chute but be 
od; certain ſhe's od, and had R Nrabt-wort by old 
WNight-werk, before l came to Cl:ment's Inn. 

71, That's fifty hve Years ago. 

Shal, Hah, coulin Silence, that thou hadſt {en that, 
that this knight ard 1 have ſcen: halt, Sir %%, {aid I 
well 7 

ful. We have heard the chimes at midnight, Maſter 
Salle w. 

Sbal. That we have, that we have, in faith Sir Jen 
we have; our Watch word was hem-boys. Come, let's 
to dinner; Oh the days that we have ſeen! come, come. 

Hul. Good maſter corporate Hardolph ſtand my friend, 
and here is four Harry ten ſhillings in Freach crowns for 
vou: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be hang'd, Sir, as 
20; and yet for mire own part, Sir, I do not care, but 
rather becauſe lam unwilling, and for mine own part, have 
1 deſire to ſtay with my friends, elle, Sir, I did not care 
for mine own part lo much. 

Bard. Co to; ſtand alide, 

ſculd. And good maſter corporal captain, for my old 
daine's lake ſtand my iriend : ſhe hath no body to do any 
trirg about her when { am gone, and ſhe's old ard can» 
not help her ſelf : you ſhall have forty, Sir. 

Yard, Co to; ſtand aſide. 

Feeble, | care not, a man can die but once; we owe 
Cod a death, I will never beer a bale mind: if it be my 
deſtiny, los if it be not, ſo. No man is too good to 
terye his Prinee; and let it go which way it will, he that 
dies this year is quit for the next. 

Berd, Well ſaid, thou art a good fellow. 

Freble. Faith | will bear no baſe mind. 

Fal. Come, Sir, which men ſhall L haye ? 
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Sha!. Four of whi ich you pleaſe, 
Bard, Sir a word with you: 
wy © 1 5 and 7 Plcalf, 

Go to: wow 

200 Come, Sir hu, which four will you haye 2 

Tal. Do you © cbuſe lor me 

Sal, N arry ther, Al «dy, Bulcalf, Fezb'e and 77 had. w. 

Tal, cu ty and Bru leaf: tor „u, Aeouldy, ! at 
home Lit! YOu are } Pail ler! \ lee 5 «1? a {or y our Na! Us bs ti 
grogw tit] You come unto it: will none of you. 

Shel, dir Jon, Sir F hn, do not your ſelt wrong, thx 
ars Your likelisſt men, and 1 would have you tery'd 1 
14 belt, 

Tal. Will you tell me, maſter Shallow, how to cls 1 
man? care [ tor the lim! 55 the thewes, the ſt. ture, bu k 
and big ſemblance of a man? give me the 41 It, mailer 

vwillow, BRere's I art, youu lee what a ragged app caranes 
it is: * ſhall charge you and dilcharge you with the mo— 
den of a pervrerer's bammer ehm off ard on, !\wiſte1 
than he that gibbets on the brewer's bucket. go, thi: 
tame half-fac d fellow Shad. w, give me this man, he preterts 
no maik to the enemy, the fo-man may with ks Gr 
aim level at the edge of a perkiife : and, for a retreat, 
how iwittly will this Feeble, 
O give me the ſpare men, and ſpare me the grcat ures, 
F ut me a T caliver irto / art's hard, Bard. Ip. 
Bard. Hold, Mart, traverſe, thus, Late 


[ have three pourd to 


1 
„* 0 


Ful. Come, manage me your calive 'S very well, 
go to, very g good, exceeding good. 0 otye me alwavs a 
little, lean, o. id, chopr, bald hot. W. el I: aid, Jart, thou 


art a good {cab ; hold there's a teſter for thee. 

Sbal. He is not his cralt-maſter, he dota not do it richt. 
I] remember at Mile-End (Creen, W nen I lay at Clements 
Inn, I was then Sir Pagenet in Artbur's ſhow, there 1543 
o little quiver eHow, and he would manage you his piece 
thus; and he would abgut, ard about, and com: you ©, 
and come yeu in: rah, tah, tall, wouid he lay; boun's, 
would he day, and away again would he go, and azail 


— 
would he come: I thall never ſee luch a fellow. 


Tal. 
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Fdradiſh, with a head fantaltically earv'd upon it u ha 
knife, He was fo toriorn, that his dimentions 4 ary 


thick fight were inviſible, He was the very C. nics gt 
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al. Theie fellows will do well. Maſter Sha!lsw. Go 1 
keep you; farewel, matter $/lence, Iwill not uſe many 
words with you, fate you well, gentlemen both. tha k 
you, I mult a dozen mile to-night. Bard: ph, give the 
oldiers coats, 

Sbal. Sir John, heaven bleſs yau, and praſper your at- 
fairs, and lend us peace. As you return, viſit my haule. 
Let our old acquaintance be renewed : perad venture 1 
will with you to the court. 

Fal. I would you would, maſter hellem. 

Sbal. Go to: I have {poke ata word. Fare you well, 

| Zxjt 

fal. Fare you well, gentlemen, On, Pa-41p5, cad the 
men away. As I return, 1 will fetch of theie ſuſtices: 
do {ee the hottom of juſtise Shallow. How ſubj oc we 
od men are to this vice ot lying! this ſame ſtarv'd Juibice 
hath done nothing but prated to m2 of the wildnets of 
his yonth, and the ftats he hath done about Tarnbal-freet ; 
and every third word a lye, more du'y paid to the ha ar- 
er than the Turk 's tribute, 1 do remember him at Cee 


4 


bo 


lm, like a man made after ſupper of a cheele-paring. 


M hen he was naked he was for all the warld lik: a ty. 
L191 bas 1 ; 


* 
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ſamire, | yet leacherous as a Monkey, and the whors 
call'd him Mandrake: he came ever in the rereward 9 


Ihe falluion 3 and ſurg thoſe tunes to the cver- A ſchuteht 


— = 


ulwives that he heard the carmen while, and ware 
bey were his Farczes, or kis Gord-nights, And row is 
tis FIce's dagger become a Squire, aid ta'ks as familiay- 
Iv of John of Gaunt, as if he had been ſworn brother ta 
him: and I'll be ſworn he never ſaw lim but once in 
tie Nilt-yard, and then he broke his head for or: uding 
amary the Mafhal's men. I ſav it, and told Flv: of 
Vaunt he beat his own name, for zou might haze truti'd 
bim and all his apparcl into an Fel-skin ? the case of. 4 
treble hoboy was a manſion for him; and no hath he land 
and herves. Well, I will bs acquainted with him, if 1 
return; and it ſhall go hard but 1 will make him a phi- 
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lofopher's two ſtones to me. If the young Hace b, 
bait for the old Pike, [ ſee no Reaſon in the lau of d 
ture N may [nap at him, Let time ſhape, and ther. 
an end, | 


neee 
"ACT IV SCENE] 


In YORKSHIRE. 


Enter the Archbifhep of York, Mowbray, Hallinss, a 


Colevile, 
H AT is this foreſt call'd 2 
Haſt « *Tis Gaultree foreſt. 

Trk. Here ſtand my lords, and ſend diſcoyerers forth, 
To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Haſt. We have ſent forth already. 

Pr. Tis well done. 
My friends and brethren in theſe great affairs, 
I muſt acquaint you, that I have received 
New-dated letters from Northumberland ; 
Their cold intent, tenure and ſubſtance thus: 
How he doth wiſh his perſon, with ſuch powers 
As might hold ſortance with his quality, 
The which he could not levy ; * anal LJ 
He is retir'd, to ripe his growing fortunes, 
To Scitland : and concludesin hearty prayers, 
That your attempts miy over live the hazard 
Ard fearful mecting of their oppoſite. 

Mowh. Thus do the hopes we have in h m touch 

ground, 
Ard daſh themſelves to pieces, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Haſt. Now, what news? 

Me ſſ. Weſt of this foreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, 
In goodly form comes on the enemy: 
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand. 

Mewb, The juſt proportion that we gave them out, 
Let us ſway on, and face them in the field. 


Nuk. 
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SCENE, 


: Entzr Weſtmorland, 
unt. What well appointed leader fronts us here? 
her Mowb. 1 think it is my lord of * (trrland, 

en. Health and fair greeting tram our general, 
The Prince, lord 7:hz, ani Duke of Lanca iter, 
en WF . 37k. Say on, my lord of WWeitmorland, in pace : 
"What doth concern your coming ? 
reſt. Then, my lord, 

* Winto vour grace dv l inchiet add reſs 
Ihe ſubitance of my ſpeech. If that rebellion 
(ame like it elf, in baſe and abject routs, 
Led on by bloody youth + gotzed with rage, 
And countenanced by boys and beggary; 
| lay, if damn'd Commotion ſo appear'd 
ju his true, native, and moit proper ſhape, 
You, reverend father, and thele noble lords, 
Had not been here to dreſs the ugly form 
Of baſe and bloody inſurrection 
With your fair honours. You, my lord Archbiſhop, 
Whole {ze is by a civil peace maintainzd, 
V hoſe beard the ſilver hand ot pra :e hath tauch'd, 
W hoſe learning and good letters peace hath tutur'd, 
Whole white inveſtments figure innocence, 
Ihe Dove and very bleſſed ſpirit of peace 
Wherefore do you lo ill tranſlate your ſelt, 
Out of the ſpeech of peace, that bears ſuch graee, 
Into the harſh and boiſt' rous tongue of war? 
Turning your bocks to graves, your ink to blood. 
Your pens to launces, and your tongue dis ine 
loa loud trumpet and a point of war? 

$ Lrk, M herefore do this? ſo the queſtion ſtards. 
Briefly to this end: we are all diſeas' d, 
And with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 
Have brought our ſelves into a burning feayer, 
And we mult bleed for it: of which diſeaſe 
Our late King Richard being infected, dy'd, 
Eut my moſt noble lord of We merland, 

C23 I 
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I take not on me here as a phy ſieian: 
Nor do | as an eremy to peace, 
2Zroop in the throngs of military men: 
Pat rather ſlew a while like feartul war, 
To diet rark minds, ſick ot happineſs, 
Ard purge th obſtructions which begin to ſtop 
Cur very veirs of life, Hear me more plainly. 
have in equal balance juſtly weigh'd 
hat wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we locken, 
And find cur griefs heayier than our offences. ; 
Ve fre which way the ſtream of time doth run, 

And arc wiorced from our moſt quiet there, 
Ey the rough torrert of occaiion 
And have the fummary ot all our griefs, 
M hen time mall ſerve, to ſhew in articles; 
Which org ere this we offer'd to the K ing, 
Ard miyut by no ſuit gain our audience, 
hen we are wrorg'd and would unfold our gricts, 
We are deny'd acceis unto his perlon, 
Fen by thoie men that muſt have done us wrong, 
The danger of the day's but newly gone, 

M hote inemcry is written on the earth 

Wich yet-appearing blood; and the examples 

Ot every minute's inſtance, preſent now, 

3iath put us in theſe ill-beleeming arms: 

Not to break peace, or any branch of it, 

Hut to eſtabliſh here a peace indeed, 

Concurriing both in name and quality. 

tet, WM henever yet was your appeal deny'd ? 

W herein have you bren galled by the King? 

What Peer bath been ſuborn d to grate on you, 

T hat you ſhould ſeal this lawleſs bloody book 

Ot torg'd rebellion, with a ſeal divine? 

Nik. My brother General, the common-wea'th 

I mike my quarrel in particular. 

. There is no need of any ſuch redreſs ; | 

Or it there were, it not belongs to you. | 

A1-mb, Why not to him in part, ard to us all, ö 

J bat feel the bruiſes of the days before, | 

Ard ſuffer the condition of thele times | 

To lay anhzavy and unequal hand 

Uxon cur honours ? 
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Ain HENRY IV. 
* eſt. O my good lord Mowbrav, 
Conſtrue the times to their peceſſitias, 
And you ſhal} lay, indeed, it is the time, 
And not the K ing, that doth you injurics, 
Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 
Or from the Kin, or ip the preſert time, 
That you ſhould have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief cn. Were you not reſtor d 
ro all the Duke of NJ» jelt's {eigniories, 
Your roble and right-well-remember'd father's 7 
Mowb. What things, in honour, had my father lot 
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me? 
The King that lov'd him, as the ſtate Rod then, 
Vas fore d, perforce compeli'd to baniſh him. 
And then, when Heary Belingbreke and he 
Feing mounted and both routed in their feats, 
Their neighing courlers daring of the pur, 
Their armed ſtaves in charge, their beavers down, 
heir eyes of fire [parking through fights of foul, 
and the loud trumpet blowing them together; 
then, then, when there washing could have ſtald 
My father from the b.ealt of B:/ingbroke ;; 
O, when the King did throw his warder down, 
His own lite hung upon the ſtaff he threw, 
Then tlirew he down himſe't, and all their lives, | 
That by indictment or by dint of ſword 
Have 1:ce milcarried under Bolingbroke, 
Feſt. You ſpeak, lord Mewbray now, you know not what, 
The karl of Hreſord was reputed then 
In England, the moſt valiant gentleman. 
Mh knows on whom fortune wou!ld then haye [mil'd ? 
zut if your lather had been victor there, 
Hene'er had born it out of Ceventry, 
For all the country ina g=neral voice 
Cry'd hat? upon him; all their prayers and love 
Were tet on Hereferd, whom they doted on, 
And blets'd and grac'd more than the King himſelf. 
But tis is meer digreſſion from my purpols. 
Here come | trom dur princely General, 
to know your grie's; to tell you from his grace, 
4 bat he will give you audience; and wherein 
C4 Tt 
* The two or three next ſpeeches were alſo c the inſert: ds 
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It ſhall) appear that your demands are jult, 
You ſhall erjoy them; every thing let off 
That might ſo much as think you enemies. 
Mowb. But he hath forc'd us to compel this offer, 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 
Weſt. Mowbray, you over-ween to take it ſo: 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear. 
For lo within a ken cur army lies; 
Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear, 
Our hattel is more full of names than youre, 
Our men more perfect in the ule of arms, 
Our armour all as roms our cauſe the beſt ; 
Ihen reaſon wil s, our hearts ſhould he as good. 
Say you not then our ofter is compell'd. 
Ac wb. Well, by my will we ſnall admit no parley, 
Veſt, That argues but the ſhame of your off-nce : 
A rotten caſe abides no handling. 
Haff. Hath the Prince John a full commiſſion, 
In very ample virtue of his father, 
To hear and abſolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we ſhall ſtand upon? 
Weft. That is intended in the General's name: 
I mule you make lo flight a queſtion, 
Terk, Then take, my lord of Wetmrland, this ſchedule, 
For this contains our general grievances : 
Each ſeveral article herein redreſs'd, 
All members of our cauſe, both here and hence, 
That are inſinewed to this ation, 
Acquitted by a true ſubſtantial form 
And preſent executions of our wills, 
Tous, and to our pur poſes confin'd ; 
Vie come within our awful banks again, 
And knit our powers to the arm ot peace, 
Wed. This will I fherw the General, Ileaſe yuu, lords, 
In fight of our battels, we may mee 
At either end in peace; which heay*n lo frame! 
Or to the place of difference call the {words 
Which muſt decide it. 
Tork, My lord, we will do ſo, { Exit Weſt. 
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Mom b. There is a thing within my boſom tells me, 
That no conditions of cur peace can ſtand. 
Haſt. Fear you not that: if we can make our peace 
Upon ſuch large terms and ſo abſolute, 
As our conditions ſhall inſiſt upon, | 
Our peace ſhall ſtand as firm as rockey mountains. 
Mowb. Ay, but our valuation ſha!l be ſuch, 
That ev'ry light and falle-derived Cauſe, 
Yea, ev'ry idle, nice and wanton realon, 
Shall to the King taſte of this action. 
Tha: were our royal faiths, martyrs in love, 
We thall be winnow'd with lo rough a wind, 
1hatey'n our corn ſhall ſeem as light as chaff, 
and good from bad find no partition, 
7 rk. No, no, my lord, note this; the King is weany 
Of dainty and ſuch picking grievances : 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 
Revives too greater in the heirs of life, 
And theretore will he wipe his tables clean, 
And keep no tell-tale to his memory, 
That may repeat and hiſtory his loſs 
Toney remembrance, For full well he knows, 
He cannot ſo preciſely weed this land, 
As his mildoubts preſent occaſion ; 
His foes are fo enrooted with his friends, 
That plucking to unfix an enemy, 
He doth unfaſten ſo and ſhake n fricnd. 
So that this land, like an offeniive wife, 
That hath enrag'd him on to offer ſtrokes, 
And bangs reſolv'd correction in the arm 
1hat was uprear'd to ex cution. 
Haſt. Beiides, the King bath waſted all his rod; 
On late off-nders, that he now doth lack 
The very inſtruments of chaſtiſement: 
So that his pow'r, like to a fangleſs Lion, 
May offer, but not hold. : 
Lr. "Tis very true: 
And therefore be afſur'd, my good lord Marſhal, 
I we do now make our atonemert well, 
C 5 Our 
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| Our Peace will like a broken limb united, 
Grow itrorvger for the breaking. 
Aicwb, Beit ſo. 
Here is Yeturn'd my lord of IWeſtmereland. 
Enter Weſtmoreland, 
"ors The Prince is here at hand: pleaſeth ycur lord. 
lip b 
To meet his grace, juſt diſtance tween our armies > 
Mewb. Your Grace of Tirk in God's name then ſet 
forward. 
T.rk, Before, and greet his Grace, my lord, we conte. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Prince John >< Lancaſter, 

Tan. You're well encounter'd here my Couſin Mon bra, 
Good day to you, my gentle lord Arch-biſhop, | 
And ſo to you, lord Haſiings, ard to all. 

My lord of Tu, it better ſnew'd with you, 

When that your flock aſſembled by the bell 

Encircied you, to hear with reverence 

Your expoſition on the holy text; 

That now to ſce you here an iron man, 

Cheering a rout ot rehels with your drum, 

Turrang the word to ſword, and lite to death. 

That man that fits within a monarch's heart, 

And ripens in the ſun- ſhine of his favour. 

V ould he abuſe the count nance of the Kipg, 

Alack, what milcbiefs might he let abroach, 

in ſhadow of ſuch greatnels? Witb you, lord Biſhop, 

It isev'n io, M ho hath not heard it ſpoken, 

How deep you were within the books of heay'n ? 

To us, the ſpeaker in his parliament : 

To us, th'imagin'd voice of heay'n it ſelf; 

The very opener, and intelligencer 

Between the grace, the ſanctities of heav'n, 

And cur dull workings, O, who ſhall believe 

Eut you miſuſe the rev'rence of your place, 

Employ the countenance and grace of heay n, 

As a falſe {avourite doth hs Frince's name, 

In deeds diſhor'rable ? you've taken up, 

Under the counterfeited zeal of God 4 
2 19 
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The ſubjects ot his ſubſtitute, my father; 
And both againſt the pence of heay'n and him 
Have here up-iwarm'd them. 
rk. Good my lord of Taraſter, 
[ am not here againſt your father's peace: 
Fut, as I told my lord of Ieſtzrorelandd, 
The time mil-order'd doth in common ſenſe 
Crowd us and cruſh us to this monſtrous form, 
To hold our jatety up. I ſent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief, 
The which hath heen with ſcorn ſnov'd from the court: 
V. nereon this Hyd a-ton of war is born, 
V hoſe dangerous eyes may well be charm'd ailzep 
Wich grant of our moſt juſt and right deſise; 
And true obedience, of this madneſs cur d, 
Stoop tamely to the thgot of majeſty. 
woes I not, we ready are to try cur fortunes 
Jo the laſt man. 
Haſt. And though we here fall down, 
Me have ſupplies to fecond our attempt: | 
If they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 45 
And lo ſucceſs cf miſchief hall be born, 
Ard heir from heir ſhall hold this quarrel up, | 
Wille England ſhall have generation. 1 
an. Nou are tœo ſhallow, Haſtings, much too ſhallow, * 
To ſound the bottom of the after- times. 
Weſt. Plealech your grace, to anſwer them directly, 
Hew far forth you do like their articles * 
Lan. | like them all, and do aKow them well: 
And ſwear here, by the honcur of my blood, | 
My father's purpoles have been miſtook, l 
And tome about him have too laviſhly | 
Wreſted his meaning and authority, 


2 
—— 


My lord, theſe griets ſhall be with ſpeed redͤreſt; N 
Upon my lite they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, % 
Diſcharge your Pow rs unto their {everal counties, e 
As we will ours; «nd here betwzen the armies 4 
Let's drink together friendly, and em*race : 
That all their eyes may bear title tokens home, 


Of our reſtored love and amity. ; 
 I'rk, I teke your princely word for theſe redreilte, | 
Lan, I give it you; and will maigtain my word; 1 
And 


62 The Second Part of 


Ard thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Haſt. Go captain, ard deliver to the army 
T his news of peace: let them have pay, and part: 
I know it will well pleaſe them, Hie thee, captain, 


Pr. To you, my noble lord of He Hncreland. 
es, I pledge your Grace; and if you kreiw v1 
ains 
I haye beſtow'd, to breed this preſent peace, 
You would drink freely; but my love to ye 
hall ſhew itſelf more op-nly hereafter. 
Tk, I do not doubt ycu. 
Vest. lamglad of it. 
Health to my lord, and gentle Couſin Mowbray. 
Mowb, You wiſh me health in very happy ſcaſor, 
For I am on the ſudden ſomething ill. 
Tk. Againſt ill chances men are ever merry, 
Fut heavinelſs fore-runs the good event. 
Ng. Therefore be merry Coz, fince ſudden ſorrow 
vo rves to {ay thus; ſome good thing comes to- morrow. 
rk, Believe me, I am paſting light in ſpirit, 
/Mewb. do much the worte, it your own rule be true. 
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Mews, T his had been cheartul after victory. 
Vr. A peace is of the nature of a conqueſt; 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither party loſer, 

Lan, Go, my lord. 
And let our army be diſcharged too, 
And good my lord, ſo pleaſe you, let our trains 
March by us, that we may perule the men 
Ve ſhould have cop'd withal. 

Tri. Go, good lord Haſtings : 
And e're they be diſinils'd, let them march by. 


SCENE Y, 
Enter Weſtmoreland. 
Now couſin, wherefore ſtands our army ſtill ? 
Well. The leaders having charge from you to ſtand, 
Will not go off until they hear you ſpeak. | 
. A433, 


[Exit Cole vile. 


Zan. The word of peace is render'd; hark! they ſhout. 


[ Exit Weſt. 


[ Exit Haſting:; 
Tau. I truſt, my lords, we ſnall lye to-night tagethcr, 
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Zaun. They know thetr duties. 

Re- enter Haſtings. 

Haſt. My lord, our army is dilpers'd already : 

Like youthiu! Steers unyoak'd, they took their courſe 
Faſt, weſt, north, ſouth: or like a ſchool broke up, 
Each hurries towards bis home and {porting-place, 

ef. Good tidings, my lord Hanes; tor the which 
do arreſt thee, trai.o', of high t:calon : 

Ard you lord Arch-biſhop, and you lord 1wbray, 
Gf capital treaſon 1 attach you both. 

A:cwb. Is this prozeding juſt and honourable ? 

Teſt, Is your allembly lo? 

Tr. Will you thus break your faith? 

Lan. | pawn'd y ou none: 
promis'd you redreſs of thele fame grievances 
M hereof you-did complain; which by mine honour 
f will perform with a mott chriſtian care. 

But for you, rebels, look to taſte the due 

Meet for rebellion and ſuch acts as yours, 

Moſt ſhallowly did you thele arms commence, 
Fandly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. 0 
Strike up our drums, purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heav'n and not we have ſafely fought to- day. 
Some guard thele traitors to the block of death, 4 
Treaſon's true bed and yielder up of breath, [ Exewnt, 

SCENS VI 
Enter Falſtaff and Colevile. 

Fal. What's your name, Sir? of what ( 1dition are 
you? and of what place, I pray? 

Cole, lam a Knight, Sir: and my name is Colevile of 
the dale, 

Fal. Well then Cil-vile is your name, a Knight is 
rour degree, and your plac?, the dale. Colevile ſhall 
ſtill be your name, a traitor your degree, and the dun- 
geon your place, a piace deep enough : ſo ſhall you {till be 
Cilevile of the dale. 

Cil:, Are not you Sir John Falſtaff? | 44 

Fal. As good a Man as he, Sir, who e er Fam: do ye 
yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſweat for you? if 1 do ſweat, they 
are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowe up fear and trembling, and do obſeryance | 
to.my mercy, | 
I Cole. 1 
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Cle. T thirk you are Sir hn Faliaff, and in that 
thought yield me, 
Fal. I have a whole ſchool of tongues in this belly ct 
mine, and rot a tongue of them all ſpeaks any uther 
word but my name: an I had but a belly of any indit- 
ferency, I were {imply the moſt active fellow in Eur pe! 
my womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. Ree 
comes our General, 
Enter Prince John f Lancaſter, and Weſtmoreland, 
Zan. T he heat is paſt, follow no farther now, 
Call in the pow'rs, good couſin Wefmerelaind. | Exit Vet, 
Now Faliaf, where have you been all this while? 
M hen every thing is ended, then you come. 
T hele tardy tricks of yours will, on my lite, 
Oretime or other break ſome gallow's hack, 

Fa. I would be ſorry, my lord, but it ſhould be thus , 
I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the reward 
of valcur. Do you think me a ſwallow, an arrow, cr « 
bullet? have I, in my poor and old motion, the expedi- 
tion of thought? I ſpeeded hither with the very ext: cant 
eſt inch ot poſſihility. IJ have ſounder'd ninelcor2 anc 
odd poſis: and here, travel-tainted as I am, have in ny 
pure and immaculate valour taken Sir John Coleviie cu 
dale, a moſt furious Knight and yalorous enemy: ber 
what of that? heſaw me and yielded; that IT may ju". : 
ſay with the hook-nos'd fellow of Rome, I came, lan, 
and overcame, 

Lan. It .s more of his courtiſie than your delzrvire. 
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and I beſcech your grace, let it be book'd with the reſi ©! 
this day's deeds; or by the lord I will have it in a parti 
cular ballad elſe, with mine own picture on the top cht, 
Cilevile kiflirg my foot: to the which courſe if 1 be er: 
forcd, if you do not all ſhew like gilt tivo-perces to de; 
and I in the clear sky of fame, o'cr ſhine you as much * 
the full Moon doth the cynders of the element, wit! 
ſhew like pins heads to her; believe not the word of 12 
noble. I herefore let me have right, and let delert cut, 
Lan. Thine's tco heavy to mount, 
Fal. Let it ſhine then. 
Tan. 1 hine's too thek to ſhine, 
Fal. Let it do 1-:::; 2, my 284d lord, that may © 
mie gdod, and Ca. ity »An. Las, 
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Tan. Is thy name Celevile? 

Cole. It is, my lord. 

Lan, A famous rebel art thou, C:levile. 

Fal. And a famous true ſubject took him. 

Cole, I am my lord, but as my betters are, 

FT That led me hither ; had they been rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 

Fal. I know not how they fold themſelves; but thou 
like a kind fellow, gav'ſt thy ſelf away gratis; and I 
thank thee for thee. 

SCENE-:VIE 
Enter Weſtmorelard, 

Lan, Now have you leſt purſuit ? 

Ile. Retreat is made, and execution ſtay'd. 

Lan, Send Celevile then with his contiederates 
To Tul, to prelent execution. 

Blunt, lead him hence, and lee you guard him ſure, 

[ Ex, with Cole vile. 
And now diſpatch we tow'rd the court, my lords; 
] hear the King, my father, is ſore ſiek: 
Our news ſhall go before us to his Majeſty, 4 
Which, couſin, you ſhall bear to comfort him: q 
And we with ſober ſpeed will follow you. ö 

Fal. My lord, I beſeech you, give me leave to go 
through Gl flerſhire ; and when you come to court, pray 
ſtand ir your good report, my lord, 

Lan. Fare you well, Falflaff; I, in my condition, 


Shall better {peak of you than you deſerve. [ Exit, 
5 Fal. I would you had hut the wit; twere better than 
1 your dukedom. Good faith, this ſame young fober- 
g blooded boy doth not love me; a man cannot mæke 
: him laugh; but that's no marvel, he drinks no wine. 


1here's never any of theſe demure boys come to ary 
Praof; for thin drink doth fo over-cool their blood, 


1 and making many fiſh-meals, that they fall into a kind 0 
gdf male green-ticknels; and then when they marry, 3 
ey get wenches. They are generally fools ard co- by 


wa ds; which ſome of us ſhould be too; but for in- i 
Jlammatioy. A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-fold ope- | 
: ration in it; it a{cends me into the brain, dries me there | 

all the foo!ith, dull and crudy yapours which inyiron it; | 
„ | makes | 
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makes it apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, full of nimh. 
fiery ard deleQable thapes; which deliver'd o'er to the 
voice, the tongue, Which is the birth, becomes excellent 
wit, The lecond property of your excellefft Sherris, is 
the warming of the blood; which before cold and itt. 
tled, lett the liver white and pale; which is the badge 
of pulillanimity ard cowardiſe; but the Sherris warms 
it, and makes it Courle from the inwards, to the parts 
extreme; it illuminateth the face, which as a bacon, 
gives warning to all the reſt of this little kingdom, Man, 
to arm; ard then the vital commoneis and inland petty 
ſpirits muſter me all to their captain, the heart; who 
great, and puft up with this retinue, doth any deed of 
courage; and this valour comes of Sherris. So tha: 
skill in the weapon is nothing without Sack, for that ſets 
ita work; and learning a meer hoard of gold kept by + 
devil, till lack eammences it, ard ſets it in act and ute. 
Hereof comes it, that prince Harry is valiant ; for the 
cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father, he hath, 
like lean, ſteril and bare land, manured, husbarded, and 
till'd, with excellent endeavour of drinking good and 
good ſtore of fertil Sherris, that he is become very hot 
and valiart, if! had a thouſand ſors, the firſt humane 
principle I wou'd teach them ſhould be to forſwear thin 
potations, and to addict themſelves to Sack. 

Enter Bardolph. 
How now Bardelph ? 
Bard. The army is diſcharged ail, and gone. 
Fal. Let them go; I'll through Gleceſterſhire, and there 
will 1 vifit maſter Robert, Shallyw, Eſquire ; 1 have him 
already tempering between my finger and my thumb, 
and ſhortly will I teal with him. Come away. | Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, axd Glouzeſter. 
K. Henry. Now lords, it heav'n doth give luccelsful end 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will cur youth lead on to higher fields, 
Ard draw no {words.but what are ſanctity d, 
Our navy is addreſs' d, our power collected, 
Our ſubſtitutes in abſence Well inveſted, 
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And every thing lyes level to our with : 
Only we want a little perſonal ſtrength: 
And pauſe us, till theſe rebels, now a-toot, 
Come underneath the yoak of government. 

War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majeſty 
Shall ſoon enjoy, 

K. Henry. Humphry, my fon of Gleuceger, 

Where 1s the Prince your brother ? 

Glow. I think he's gone to hunt, my lord, at Ilindſor, 

K. Henry. And how accompanied? 

Glou. 1 do not know, my lord. 

K. Henry. 4s not his br ther, Thomas of Clarence, with 
him? 

Clou. No, my good lord, he is in preſence here. 

Cla. What would my lord and father? 

K. Henry. Nothing but well to thee, Tb. mas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince thy brother ? 
He loves thee, and thou doſt neglect him, Thomas; 
Thou haſt a better place in his affection 
Than all thy brothers: cheriſh it, my boy, 

And noble offices thou may'ſt effect 

Of mediation, after I am dead, 

Between his greatneſs and thy other brethren. 

Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love, , 
Nor loſe the good advantage of his grace, 
By ſeeming cold, or careleſs of his will, 

For he is gracious if he be obſerv'd: 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 

Open as day, for melting charity: 

Yet notwithitanding, being incens'd, he's flint, 
as humcu:ous 25 winter, ard as ſudden 

As flaws congealed in the {pring of day, 

His temper therefore mutt be well oblerv'd: 1) 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth: th 
Put being mocdy, give him line and ſcope, 
ill that his paſtors, like a Whale on ground, 


4 
4 
f 


' { . . 1 2 5 * | 
Uontzund themſelves with working, Learn this, Thomas, | 
Ard thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends; | 
„ hogp of gold to bind thy brothers in, | 


That the united veſſel of their blood, 
(Ningled with venom of ſuggeſtion, 1 
as foree, Perforce, the age will pour it in) Shall 
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Shall never leak, though it do work as ſtrong 
As 1cenitum, or raſh gun-p.waer, 
(la. | fall obſerve all him with care and love. 


R. Henry, Why art thou not at Windſor with hin 


Th mas ? 
Ja. He is not there to-day ; he dines in London, 


K. Henry. And how accompanied? can'it thou tel! that, 


Cla. With Pons, ard other his continual fol: owc: c, 
K. Henry. Moſt ſubje is the fatteſt foil to weeds; 
And he, the noble image of my Youth, 
Is over-ſpread with them; therefore my grief 
Stretches it ſe!f heyend the hour of death. 
The blood weeps from my Heart, when I do ſhape 
in form imaginary, th' unguided days 
Ard retten times that you ſhall lock upon, 
V\ hen |{ am ſleeping with my anesſtors. 
For when his kead-ſtrorg rict hath no curb, 
ben rage and hot blood are his counſellors, 
M hen means and lav iſh manners meet together, 
Oh wich what wings ſhall his affe ction fl) 
Tow'rcs fronting peril and oppos'd decay? 


lar, My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite: 


Je Prince but ſtudies his companions, 


Like a ſtrange tongue; wherein, to gain the language, 


I is reedful that the moſt immodeſt word 

Fe look'd upon, and learn'd; which once attain'd, 
Your highneſs knows, comes to no farther ute, 

Put to be known and hated, So, like grols terms, 
4 he Prirce will in the perfectneſs of tune 

Caſt off his followers ; and their memory 

Shall as a pattern or a meaſure live, 

By which his grace muſt mete the lives of others; 
Turning paſt evils to advantages. 


n * 
K. Henry. I is ſeldom, when the Bee doth leave 21 


comb 
In the dead carrion. Who's here? 1Peftmearland 7 


. 


4 


* 
Kia HENRY IV. 

SCENE IX. 

Euter Weſtmorland. 

IWef, Health to my ſoveraign, and new happineſs 
Added to that, which I am to deliver. 
Prince John, your tun, doth kits your gracs's hand: 
Mowbray, the Biſhop, Scrocp, Haitings, and ail, 
Are brought to the correction of your law; 
There is not now a rebel's Sword unſheath'd, 
Put Feace puts furth ker Olive ev'ry where, 
The manner how this ation hath been born, 
Here at mote leiivre may your Highrets read, 
Vith every courle, in his particular, 
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K. Henry. O Wefimorland., thou art a ſummer bird, 


Which ever in the haunch of winter ſings 
] he litting up of day, 

Enter Rarcourt. 
Look, here's more news, 

Har. From enemies heav'n keep your Majeſty x 
And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall 
As thole that | am come to tell you of, 

The Earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardi, 
With a great pow'r of Exgliſb and of vcets, 

Are by the Sh'riff of Torkſvire overthrown: 

1 he manner and true order of the fight, 

This packet, pleaſe it you, contains at large, 


K. Heu. And wherefore ſhould: theſe good news 


make me ſick? 

Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words ſtill in fouleſt letters? 
She either gives a ſtomach, and no food; 
(Such are the poor in health) or elſe a feaſt, 
And takes away the ſtomach; {uh the rich, 
That have abuncance and enjoy it nut. 
] ſhouid rejoice now at this happy news, 
Ard now my tight fails, and my brain is giddy, 
O me, come near me, now | am much ill! 

Glo. Comtort your Majelty ! 

Clar, Oh, my roh al father! 


ie. My ſoveraign lord, chear up yourſelf, look up, 


Har. Be patient, Frinces; you do know theie fits 
Are with his highneſs very ordinary. 
Staud from him, give him air: he'll trait be well. 


Cla. 
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Cla. No, no, he cannot long hold out theſe pangs; 

11 inceſſant care and labour of his mind 

Hath wrought the + mure that ſnould confine it in, 

So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 
Gl u. I he people fear me, for they do oblerve 

Urfa:her'd hefrs and loathly birth of nature : 

The ſeaſons change their manners, as the year 

Had found ſome months ailzep, and leap'd them over, 
Cla. The River hath thrice Aow'd, no ebb between; 

And the old folk (times doting chronicles) 

Say it did fo a little time before 

1 hat our great Grandfire Edward ſick'd and dy'd. 
Mar. Speak lower, Princes, for the King recoyers 
Glow. This apoplex will, certain, be his end. 


K. Hrn. I pray you take me up, and bear me hence 


Into ſome other chamber: loitly, pray. 
Let there he ro noiſe made, my gentle friends, 
Unleſs ſome low and favourable hand 
Mill whiſper muſick to my weary ſpirit. 
War. Call for the muſick in the other room. 
K. Henry. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
Var. Leſs noiſe, leſs noiſe. 
SCENE X. 
Enter Prince Henry. 
P. Henry. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence? 
Cla. I am here, brother, full of heavineſs, 


P. Henry. How now! rain within doors, and none 


abroad ? 
How doth the Kirg ? 
Glou. Exceeding ill. 
P. Henry. Heard he the good news yet? 
Tell it him. 8 
Glu. He alter'd much upon the hearing it. 
P. Henry. If he be ſick with jay, 
He'll recover without phy lick. 


Wear. Not ſo much noile, my lords; ſweet Prines, 


peak low; . 
The King, your father, is diſpes 4 to ſleep. 
Ca. Let us withdraw into the other room. 


Mar. Will't pleaſe 3 our grace to go along with us? 
P. Eleiry. 


+ c wall, 
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P. Henry. No; I will fit, and watch here by ths King. 
[ Exewnt all lut P. Henry, 
Why doth the crown lye there upon his pillow, 
Being lo troubleſome a b2d-tellow ? 
O polith'd perturbation! golden ca:e! 
That keep'it the ports of (Number open wide 
To many a watchful night: ſleep with it now 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
As he whole brow with homely biggen bound 
Snores out the watch of night. O Majeſty! 
When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doit fit 
Like a rich armeur worn in heat of day, 
That ſcald'ſt with ſafety. By h's gates of breath 
There lyes a downy feather which itirs not: 
Did he ſulpire, that light and weightleſs down 
Perforce mult move. My gracious lord! my father 
This ſleep is found indeed; this is a fleep, 
That from this golden * rigol hath diyorc'd 
Se many Englih Kings. I hy due from me 
s tears, and heavy ſorrows of the blood, 
V: hich nature, love, and filial tendernels 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteoully, 
My due from thee is this imperial crown, 
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
Derives itſelf to me. Lo, here it fits, 
M hich heay'n ſhall guard: and put the worid's whole 
ſtrepgth 
Into one gyant arm, it ſhall not force 
This lineal honour from me. This from th2e 
Will I to mine leave, as tis leit to me. | Ex8% 
. 
Euter Warwick, Glouceſter, and Clarence. 
K. Henry. Warwick! Cl uceſter! Clarence ! 
(la. Noth the King call? | 
Var. M hat wou'd your Majeſty ? how fares your Grace? 
K. Henry, Why did you leave me here alone my lords? 
(la. We left the Prince my brother here my liege; 
Who undertook to ſit and watch by you. 
K. Henry, The Prince ot [ales | where is he? let me 
ge him. 
ar. The door is open, he is gone this way. 
Glcu 


F rigol or cirele; mea ing the crown, 
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Gl:z, He came not through the chamber where we 
ſtay'd. 

K. Henry. Where is the Crown? who took it from my 
pillow? | ; 

Har. When we withdrew, my Liege, we le!t it here, 

K. Henry. The Prince hath1Ja'n it hence; go tzek him 
out, | 

Is he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 

y ftleep my death? find him, my lord of /armick, 

And chide him hither trait; this part of his 

Conjoins with my dileale, and helps to end me, 

See, ſons, what things you are! how quickly rature 

Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her object? 

For this, the tooliſh over-carefui fathers 

Have broke their fleeps with thought, their brains with 

care, 

Their bones vi th induſtry: for this engroſſed 

The canker'd heaps of ſtrange atchieved gold: 

For this, they have been thou, httui to inveſt 

Their ſons with arts and martial exerciſes; 

hen, like the Bee, culling from ev'ry flow? r, 

Our thighs are packt with wax, our mouth with honey, 

Ve bring it to the hive, and like the Bees 

Are murder'd lor our pains! this bitter taſte 

Yicld his engroſſments to the * dying father. 

Enter Warwick. 

Now where is he? that will not ſtay ſo long, 

Till his triend, Sicknets, hath determin'd me. 

ar. My lord, I found the Prince in the next rom, 

V ajhing with kindly tears his gertle cheeks, 

VM ith ſuch a deep demeanour in great ſorrow, 

That Ly ranny, which never quatt but blood, 

Would by beholding him have waſh'd his knite 

With gentle eye drops. He is coming hither. 

R. Henry, But whereiore did he take away the Crown? 

Enter Prince Henry. 
Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me Harry, 


*. Heu. I never thought to hear you ſpeak again. 


* ending. 
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Depart the chamber, leave us here alone, [_Ex, 
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| I be muzzle o! reſtraint, and the wild dog | 
Suall fle ſu his tooth on every innocent. 


| When that my care could not with hold thy riots, il 
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K. Henry. Thy with was father, Hay, to that thought: 
I tay too long by the, I weary tae. 
Poſt thou lo hunger for my empty chair, 
That thou wi't needs inveit thee with my Loncurs, 
Pefore thy hour be ripe? ©) toolita youth! 
Thou leek it the greatneis that will eve: whelm these, 
Stay but a little for my cloud of Diggicy 
je hald from faliing with leo weak a ind, 
That it will quick'y drop, my Pay is dim. 
] hou hath ſtonthat, which after tome tew hours 
Viere thine without offene: and at my Death 
Thou haſt leal'd up my cxpectation: 
5 


— 


4 » 
life did manifert thou lov tt me not, 
id thou wilt have me die aſſur d of it. 
ov hid it a thouſand daggers in thy thoughts, 
V\ hich thou haſt whettzd on «hy ſtony heat, 
1% ttab at halt an hour of my trail lice, 
hat! can'it thou not torhear nie half an hour? 
Then get thee gone and dig my grave thy ſelf, 
And bid the merry bells ring co thy ear | 
That thou art crowned, not that lam dead, | 
Let all the tears dat ſhould bedew my herie 
Ee drops of balm to ſan&ife thy head; 1 
Only compound me with for gotten duit, | 
Give that which gave thee life unto the worms. 
Fluzx down my officers, break my decrees; 
For now a time is come to mock at foain, 
Henry the Fifth is crown'd: up vanity, 
Pown royal ſtate, All you ſage counſellor henee, 
Ind to the Eugliſh court alfemble now | 
From ev ry region, apes of idleneſs: J 
Now neizhbour-confines, Purge you if your ſcum; 
Have you a ruſhan that will {wear 7 d:ink? dance ? 1 
Rævel the night? rob? murder? and commit 
The ſoldeſt lins the neweſt kind of ways? 
Be happy, he will trouble you ro more: 
England ſhall give him office, honour, night: 
For the Fitth Harry irom curb'd licence piucks 
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O my poor kingdom! ſick with civil blows: | 
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What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? 


O, thou wilt hea wilderneſs again, 
Peop!cd with Wolves, thy old inhabitants. 


P. Hemy. O pardon me, my Liege! but tor my tens, 


He: 


(The + moiſt impediments ur.to my ſpeech) 
had fore-!all'd this dear and deep rebuke, 

Ere you with grief had ſpoke, and I had heard 
The courſe of it fo far. There is your Crown, 
And he that wears the crown immortall y 

Long guard it yours; it affect it more, 

Than as your honour and as your renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience rile, 

Which my moſt true and inward-duteous ſpirit 
Teacheth this p: oftrate and exterior bending, 
Heay'n witnels with me, when I here cam in 
And found no courle of breath with in ur Majel:. 
How cold it ſtruck my heart! if | do feign, 

O let me in my prelent wildneſs dic, 

Ard rever live to ſhew th' incredulcus world 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almoſt, my Liege, to think you were) 
The noble change that I have perpoſed. 

I ſpeak unto the Crown, as having ſenſe, 

And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the body of my father, 

]'herctore thou beſt ct gold art wortt of gold 
Other, lets fine in carrt, is more precious 
Pretervirg lite in med'cine potable: 


Fut thou, moſt fire, moit honour'd, mot renown, 


zalt eat thy bearerup, Thus, Royal Liege, 
Accufſing it, I put ic on my h2ad 
To try with it (as witn an enemy, 
That had before my face murder d my father) 
The quarrel of a true inheritor. 
But it it did infe& my blood with joy, 
Or {well my thoughts to any ſtrain ot pride, 
If any rebel or vain ſpirit of mine 
Did with the leaſt affection of a a welcome 
Give ertertainment to the might of it; 
Let heav n for ever keep it from my head, 


* mit, 


* 
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And make me as the pooreſt Vaſſal is, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel.to it. 

K. Henry, Omy Son! 
Heav'n put in thy Mind to take it hence, 
That thou migki'ſt* win the more thy Father's Love, 
Pleading ſo wiſely in excule of it. „ 
Come hither Harry, {it thou by my Bed, 
And hear, I think, the very lateſt Counſel 
That ever I ſhall Breath. Heaven knows, my Son, 
By what By-paths and indirect crook'd Ways 
I met this Crown ; and I my ſelf know well 
How troubleſome it ſat upon my Head. 
To thee it ſhall deſcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For all the Soil of the Atcluvement goes 
With me into the Earth. It ſeem'd in me 
But as Honour fnatch'd wirh boiſt'rous Hand, 
Ard JI had many living to upbraid 
My Gain of it, by their Affiſtances, 
Which daily grew to Quarrel an&to P'ood-ſhed. 
Wounding ſuppoſed Peace. All thoſe bold Fears 
Thou ſeeſt with Peril I bave anſwered. 
For all my Reign hath been as a Scene 
Acting that Argument: And now my Death} 
Changes the Mode; for what in me was Purchas d, 
Falis upon thee in a much fairer Scrt. 
So thou the Garland wear'it Succeſſwely: 
Yet thou ſtand'ſt more ſure than I could do. 
Thou art not fim enough, ſince Griejs are green; 
And ali thy Friends, Wich thon muſt make thy Friend: 
Have their Sangs and Tecth newly ta'en out; 
By whole fell Working J was firſt advanc'd, 


And by whoſe pow'r I well might lodge a Fear 


Jo be again diſpac'd : Which to avoid 

I cut them off, and had a Purpoſe now 

To lead out many to the Holy Land; 

Leſt Reft and lying ſtill might make them lock 
co near into my State. Therefore, my Har. 
De it thy Couric to Buſy giddy Minds 
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With foregn Wars; 4 that Action, hence born out, 
May waſte the Memory of former Days. 
More would I, but my Lungs are waſted fo 
That ſtrength of Speech is utterly deny'd me. 
How I came by the Crown, O God forgive! 
And grant it may with thee in true Peace live. 
P. Hem J. My gracious Liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain ad Right mutt my Poſſeſſion be; 
Which Iwith more than with a common Pain 
»Gainſt all the World will r:ghtfully Maintain, 
Enter Lord ſohn of Lancaſter and Warwick. 
K. Henry, Look, look, here comes my John of La. 


caſter. 
Lan. Health, Peace and Ha; ppineſs to my royal F. 


ther! 
K. Hewy. + Thou bring't Happineſs and Peace Son 
o 3 
| Ent Health, alack, with youthful Wings is flown 
rom this bare, wither'd Trunk. Upon thy Sight 
My worldly Buſineſs makes a Period. 
Where is my Lord of Warwick ? 
P. Henry. My Lord of N arawick, 
K. Hezry. Doth an Name particularly belong 
Unto the Lodging where I ſirſt did Swoon ? 
War, Tis call'd Feru/alem, my noble Lord. 


K. Henry. Laud be to God! Ev'n there my Life mul ; 
nd. | F 


It hath been Propheſy”'d to me many Years, 
3 ſhould not die but in Feruſalem: 

Which vainly I ſuppos'd the Holy Land. 
But bear to that Chamber, there I'll lie: 


In that Feru/alem ſhall Harry die. Exe u. 


quarrels. 


+ Thou bringt me Happineſs Son [cha, 
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Enter Shallow, Silence, Falſtaff, Bardolph, Page, and 
— Davy. 


Shal. Y Cock and Pye Sir, you ſha!l not away 
to. night. 
What. Davy, I lay. 

Fal. you malt excuſe me, Maſter Nobert Shallen. 
an. hal. I weill not excuſe ou: You ſhall not be excuſed. 
-- Excules ihall not be admitted: There is no Excuſe ſhall * 

ſerve: you ſhall not be excus d. Why Da vy. 

Davy. Here, Sir. 

Sgal. Davy, Davy, Davy, Let me ſee, Dawy, le: 
me ſee; Hilliam Cook, bid him eome hither, wm Sir 
Jon, you ſhall not be Excus d. ; 

Davy. Marry, Sir, thus thoſe Precepts cannot be 
ſerv'd; and again, Sir, thall we ſow the Head-land 
vita Wheat ? 

Sal. With red Wheat, Davy. But for William 
Cook ® and there are two young Pidgeons ? 

Dawy. Yea, Sir Here is now the Smith's Note 

E for ſhooting, and Plow. irons. 
e mul. WF Sal. Let it be caſt and paid Sir 7 you ſhall 
not be excus'd. | 

Dawy, Sir a new Link to the Bucket muſt needs be 

had. And Sir, do you mean to ſtop any of William's 
Wages obont the Sack he loft the other Day at Hincky.:: 
Fair ? 
Exe , Chal. He thai! anſwer it. Some Pidgeons, Dawy, a 
couple of Short legg'd Hens, a joint of Mutton, and any 
pretcy litie Kickſhaws: Tell Milliam Cook. 
Davy. Doth the Man of War ſtay all Night, Sir? 
Shal. Yes, Davy, I will uſe him well. A Friend 
1ih* Court is better than a Penny in Purſe. Uſe his 
Men well, Dawy, for they are arrant Knaves, and will 


— 
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Davy. No worſe than they are bitten, Sir; for they of 
have marvellous foul Linen. pa 
hal. Well conceited, Davy. About thy Buſineſs, Þ to 
Davy. | out 
Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, to countenance WY/7/1:a:; ons 
FVifor of Moncot, againſt Clement Perkes of the Hill. it i 
Shal. There are many Complaints, Day, again | wit 
that F7/or ; that Viſor is un arrant Knave on my Knew. &, tae 
ledge. till 
Day. I grant your Worſhip that he is a K nave, Sir; 8 
but yet God torbid, Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſome F, 
Countenance at his friends Requeſt, An honeſt Man, loww 


Sir, is able to ipeak for himſelf, when a Knave is not. 

I have ſerv'd your Worſhip truly, Sir, theſe eight Year;; 

and if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter bear out a 

Knave againſt an honelt Man, I have but very lite 
Credit with your Worlhip. 'The Knave is mine hovel © Tut. 


Friend, Sir, therefore I beſeech your Worſhip let him 7 
be Countenanc d. | 4 
Spal. Go, to, I fay he ſhal! have no Wrong: 1.00kf C 
about, Davy. Where are you, Sir Fohn # Come, cf I 
with your Boots. Give me your Hand, Matter Bardo C 
Bard, I am glad to ſee your Worſhip. 7 
Shal. I thank thee with all my Heart, kind Maſe And 
Bardolph; and welcome, my tall Fellow; [To the Pag C. 
Come, Sir John. | 
Fal. I'!l follow you, good Maſter Robert Shall: The 
Bardolph, look to our Horſes.— If I were Saw'd inf Hah 
Quantities, I ſhould make four Poꝛzen of ſuch Bearded 77 
Hermites-Staves as Maſter Sha//pw, It is a wonder Cl, 
Thing to ſee the ſemblable Coherence of his Mens Spi To v 


Tits and his: They by obſerving of him to bear them Wie 


ſelves like fooliſh Juttices ; he by converſng with then Tha 
is turn'd into a Juſtice-like Scrving-man, I heir Spiri 
are ſo married in in Conjunction, with the Parccivatios? 2 ,z; 
of Society, that they flock together in Conſent like 4 
many wild Geeſe. If I had a Suit to Niaſter Sha//>::Þ 75 
J would humour his Men with the Imputation of ben] ©, | 


near their Maſter : If to his Men, I would curry vu 
Maſter S/:allow, that no Man could better commarÞR 
his Servants. It is certain that either wiſe Bearing or 
norant Carriage is caught, as Men take Dilcaics, 8 
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of another: Therefore let Men take heed of their Com- 
pany. I will deviſe Matter enough out of this Shallow 
to keep Prince Henry in continual Laughter the wearing 
out of iix Faſhions which is four Terms or two Acti- 
ons, and he ſhall laugh“ without Inztervallums, O, 
it is much, that a Iye with a ſlight Oath, and a »Jeſt 
with ſad Brow, will do with a Fellow that never had 
the ach in his Shoulders. O you ſhall ſee him laugh, 
till his Face be like a wet Cloak ill laid up. 

Shal. Sir Torn. 

Fal. I come, Maſter Shallowy ; I come, Maſter Shal- 


lav. 


SCENE It 


LOND O N. 
Enter the Earl Warwick, and the Lord Chief Juſtice. 
War. How now, my Lord Chief Juſtice, whether 


away ? 
Ch. Fu of. How doth the King ? 
— xceeding well: his Cares are now all ended. 
uſt. I hana not Dead. 
War He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And to our Purpoſes he lives no more, 
Ch. Juſt, I would his Majeſty had call'd me with 
him, 
The Service that J truly did his Life 
Hath left me open to all Injuries. 
War. Indeed I think the young King loves you not. 
Ch. Juſt. I know he doth not, and do arm wy felt 
To welcome the Condition of the Time, 
Which cannot leck more hideouſly on me, 
Than I have drawn it my Fantaſy, 


Enter Lord John of Lancaſter, Giouceſter and Clarence 


Mar. Here comes the heavy Iſſue of dead Harry: 
O, that che living Hari had the Temper 
Of him, the worlt of theſe three Gentlemen : 
How many Nobles then ſhould hold their Places, 
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That muſt ſtrike fail to the Spirits of vile Sort! 
Ch. Tuff. Alas, I fear all will be overturn'd. 
Lan. Good Morrow, coufin Warwick. 
Glou. Clar. Good Morrow, Couſin. 
Lan. We meet like Men that had forgot to Speak. 
Wa. We do rememberbut our Argument 
Is all to heavy to admit much Talk. [heavy. 
Lan. Well, Peace be with him that hath made us 
Ch. Fu. Peace with us, leſt we be heavier. 
Glou. O, good my Lord, you've loſta Friend indeed, 
And I dare ſwear you burrow not that Face 
Of ſeeming Sorrow, it is ſure your own. 
Lan. Tho' no Man be aſſur'd what Grace to find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt Expectation. 
1 am the ſorrier: would 'twere otherwiſe. 
Cla. Well you muſt now Speak Sir John Fal/aff fair. 
Which Swims a8ainſt your Streamzof Quality our, 
Ch. Fuft. Sweet Princes, what 7 did, 7 did in Hon- 
Led by th' * impartial Conduct of my Soul; 
And never ſhall you ſee that I will beg 
A ragged and forftall'd Remiſſion. 
If Truth and and upright Innocency fail me, 
IIl to the King my Maſter that is dead, 
And tell him who hath ſent me aſter him. 
War. Here comes the Prince. 


S EN E III. 


Enter Prince Henry. 


Ch. Juſt. Heav'n ſave your Majeſty. 

F. Henry, This new and gorgeous Garment, Majeſty, 
Sits not ſo eaſy on me as you think. 
Prothers, you mix yoar Sadneſs with ſome Fear: 
Inis is the Englih, not the Turkiſh Court, 
Not Amuratb an Auuratb fucceeds 

But Harry, Hariy. Vet be ad. good Prothere, 
For to ſpeak Truth, it very well beccine: you : 
Sorrow o Royally in you appeare, 
hat 1 will deeply put the Faſnicn on, 
And wear it in my Heart. Why then be ſad, 


But entertain no more of it, good Erothers, Th 
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' Than a joint Burthen laid us all. 


For me, by Heav'n, I bid you be aſſur'd 
be your Father and your Brother too: 
Let me but bear your Love, 71] bear your Cares 
Yet weep tllat Harry's dead, and ſo will J. 
But Harry lives tliat hall convert thoſe Tears 


By Number into Hours of Happineſs. 


Lan. Fc. We hope no other from your Majeſcy. 
P. Henry. Vou all look ſtrangely on me; and you 
meh. 
You are, Tthiuk, aſſur'd 7 love you not. 
[7p the Ch. Fit 
Ch. TFufe, I am aſſur'd, if I be meaſur'd rigid, 
Your Majetty hach no juſt Cauſe to hate me. 
P. Henry. No! Might a Prince of great Hopes ſciget 
So great /adignites you laid upon me? 


What! rate, rebuke, and roughly fend to Priſon 


Th immediate Heir of England! Was this ealy ? 
May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten! 

Ch, Juſt. I then Cid uſe the Perſon of your Father; 
The Image of his Pow'r lay then in me: 
And in th' Adminiftration of his Law 


While I was buiy ior the Common- wealth, 


YourHighnels pleaſed to forget my Place, 

Ihe Majeſty and Pow'r of Law and Juſtice, 
ine Image of the King whom 7 preſented ; 
And ſtruck me in my very Scat of Judgment: 
Whereon as an Ofender to your Fzthcr 
7 gave bold Way to my Authority, 

And did commit you. If the Deed were 1), 
Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 
To have a Son ſet your Decrees at naught ? 

Jo pluck down juſtice from your awful Bench ? 

To trip the Courſe of Law, and blunt the Sword 


That guards the Peace and Safety of your Perſon ? ; 
| Nay more, to ſpurn at your moſt royal Image, 
And mock your working in a ſecond Body? 


Queſtion your royal Thoughts, make the Caſe yours 3 


> Be now tne Father and propoſe a Son 


pe 


See your moit dreadful Laws ſo looſely flighted ; -2 


1 
F 
an? 


Hear your own Dignity ſo much prophan'd; 


Behold your Self fo by a Son Difdain'd : 
And | 
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And then Imagine me taking your Part, 
And in your Pow'r ſoft filencing your Son. 
After this cold Conſtd'ranc?2, Sentence me; 
And as you are a King, Speak in your State, 
What J have done that misbecame my Place, 


My Perſon, or my Liege': Sovereignty ? Ou 

P. Henry, You are right Juſtice, and you weighthis well, | (As 
Therefore ſtill bear the Balance and the Sword: Ane 
And 7 do wiſh your Honours may Increaſe, ; No 
Till you do live to ſee a Son of mine | He: 


Offend you, and obey you, as did: 

So ſhall [live to {peak my Father's Words, 
Klappy am I, that have a Man fo bold Ent 
That Cares do Juſtice on my proper Son; | 
And no leſs happy having ſuch a Son, 

That would deliver up his Greatneſs ſo 

Into the Hand of Juſtice. You committed me; 

For which 7 do commit into your Hand | = 
'th' unflained Sword that you have us'd to bear, 
With this rembrance that you uſe the ſame | 8 
With the like bold, juſt, and impartial Spirit | 
As you have done 'gainſt me. There is my Hand, 


You ſhall be as a Father to my Youth : — 
My Voice ſhall ſound as you do Prompt mine Ear 0 N 
And Iwill ſtoop and humble my Intent, 1 
To your Well-practis'd wile Directions. 1 
My Father is gone“ wail'd into his Grave, * 
(For in his Tomb lie my Affections) 4 | 
And with his Spirit ſadly 7 ſurvive, * 
To mock the Expectations of the World, _ 4 
To fruſtrate Prophecies, and to raiſe out 2 
Rotten Opinion, which hath writ me down 3 
Aſter myrſeeming Tho! my Tide of Blood 5 T 
Hath proudly flo:v'd in Vanity till now; 2 

Now «doth it turn and Ebb back so the Sea, 5 
Where it ſhall mingle with the State of Floods, 3 
And flow hencforth in formal Majeſty. * 


Now call we our high Court of Parliament, | D 
And let us chuſe ſuch Limbs of noble Countel, 
That the great Body of our State may go | 
In equal Rank with the beſt govern'd Nation 
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That War or Pe ice, or both at once, may be 

As things accuiinted and familiar to us, 

In which you, Father, ſhall have foremoſt Hand. 
Z Lord Chief Juſtice, 

Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As J before remember'd) All our State, 

And (Heav'n conſigning to my good [atents) 

No Prince nor Peer ſhall have juſt Cauſe to ſay, 

Heav'n ſhorten Harry's happy Life one Day. [ Exeart.. 


SCENE IV. Gloceſterſbire. 
Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, the Page 


and Davy. 


Shal. Nay, you ſha!l ſee mine Orchard, where in 
Arbour we will cat a laſt Years Pippin of my own Grai- 
fing, with a Diſh of Carcaways, and io forth: Come 
Couſin Silence; and then to Bed. 

Fal. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, Barren, Barren: Peggars all, Beggars 
all, Sir John: Marry, good Air. Spread Daæy, ipread 
Davy, well faid Davy. 

Fal. This Daxy ſerves you for good Vies; heisyour 
Servingman and your Hu:bandim=n. 

Sal. A good Varlet, a good Varlet, a very good Var- 
let, Sir Jobn. By ti Maſs © have drank too much Sack 
at Supper. A good Varlet. Now fit. down, now lit 
down: Come, Couſin. 

Sil. Ah, Sirrah, quoth-a. 

Ve ſhall do nothing but eat, and make good Chear, [Singing 
And praiſe Heaw'n for the merry Year ; 

When Flih is cheap and Females dear, 

And luſiy Lads room here and there; 

Co meriily, and ever among, ſo merrily, &c. 

Fal. There's a merry Heart, good matter Sieh. I'll 
give you a Health for that anon. 

Shal. J Give Mr. Bardolpb ſome Wine, Davy. 

Daw. Sweet Sir fit; I'll be with you anon; moſt 
tweet Sir, fit. Maſter Page, fit: Good Maſter Page, fit: 
Proface. What you want in Meat we'll have in drink; 
but you muſt bear; the Heart's all. 

D 5 Chat 


+ Cd Mr. Bardylph, forme Hie Davy, 
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Shal, Be merry, Maſter Bardolph, and my litt'e 
Soldier there be merry. 


Si. [Singing] Be merry, be merry, my Wife has all. 
Fr omen are Shreavs, both ſhort and tall ; 
"Tis merry in Hall, auben Beards waz all, 
And aveicome merry Shrovetide. 
Be merry, be merry. 


Fal. I did not think maſter $//cnce had been a man AF 


this mettle. 
Sil. Who I? I have been merry twice and once ese 


now. 
Cav. There is a diſh of Leather- Coats for you. 
Shal. Day. 
Daw. Your Worſhip 
A Cup of Wine, Sir ? 


Sil. [Singing.] A Cu of Wine, 
That's briſk and fine. 
And drink unto the Leman mine; 
Ard a merry Heart lives long-a. 


Fu. Well ſaid, maſter S:/zrce. 

Si. If we ſhall be merry, now comes in the ſweet © 
the Night. 

Fal. Health and long Life to you, maſter Silence. 

S. Fil] the Cup and let it come. III pledge you 
v. or © a Mile to the bottom. 

al. Honeſt Bardolph, welcome; if thou want 

any a ng and will't not call, beſhrew thy Heart. Wel. 
_ m 7 little tiny Thief and welcome indeed too: 


Pl] be with you ſtreigh:, 


I' drink to maker Fardo/ph, and to all the Cavilerces | 


about London. 
Daw. I hope to ſee London, ere I die. 


Bard. If 1 might ſee you there, Davy. 
Sbal. You'll crack a quazt together? ha, will you 


maiter Bar dolph ? 


Bard. Yes, Sir, in a pottle pot. 
$hal. By God's liggens I thank thee; the 2 


will ſtick by thee, I can àſſure thee that. He will ns 
out, he 15 true bred. 


Bard, And II ſtick by him, Sir. 
[One knocks at tbe Decr, 
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Sha!. Why, there ſpoke a King; Lack notlung, be 
merry. Look, who's at Noor there, ho, Who knocks ? 


Fal. Why nov you have done me right. 
Sil. [Singing.] Do me right, and dub me Eniobt, Sa- 


mingo. Is't not io ? 


Fal. Tis fo. 

Sil. Is't fo? Why then ſay an old Man can do ſome- 
what. 

Dav. If it pleaſe your worſhip there's one Pile? 
come from the Court with News. 

Tal. From the Court > Let him come in. 


SCENT--Y, 


Enter Piſtol. 


How now Pita“ 

Piſt. Sir Yan, ſave yu, Sir. 

Fal. What Wind blew you hither, %%? 

Pit. Not the ill Wind Mich bloss no Man god. 
ſweet Knight: thou art now one of the greateſt, Men 
in the Realm. 5 

Sil. Indeed I think he be, but Goodman P of 
Barſon. 

Pi. Puff? re 
Puff in thy Tecth, moſt recreant Coward'baſz 
Sir Jobn, Jam thy Piſol and thy Friend; 
And helter {celter have Þ rote to thee ; 

And Tidings do I bring, and tacky jovs, 
And golden times, and happy ess of price. 
Fal. I pr'ythee now deliver them like a Man of this 
Vorid-- 

Pit, A Footra for the World and Worldlinss baſe 
I ſpeak of {ice and golden joys. 

Fal. O baſe Man night, what is thy News? 
Let King (Copen know the Pruth thereof. | 

Sil. And Rehin-hoaod, Cart and Foabn, 

P.. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Heficon: * 

Ard ſhall good News be baflled ? 
Then Piel jay thy Head in Fur '' Lop ? 
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S hal. Honeſt Gentleman, I know not your breed- 
amy. 
Pit. Why then lament therefore. 
Shal, Give me pardon, Sir. If you come with News 
ſrom the Court, I take it there is but two ways, either 


to utter them, or to conceal them. 1 am, Sir, under 


the King. in ſom*: Authority. 
Pit. Under which King? Bezonian, ſpeak or die. 
$hal. Under King Harry. 
Pi. Harry the Fourth, or Fifth? 
Shal. Harry the Fourth. 
Pit. A Footra for thine Office. 
Sir John, thy tender Lamb kin now is King, 
Harry the Fiſth's the Man. I ſpeak the Truth, 
When Piſtol lyes, do this, and fg me like 
The bragging Spaniard. 
Fal. What, is the old King dead? 
Pit. As Nail in Door: I he things I ſpeik ore juſt, 
Fal. Rway Bardolph, Saddle my Horſe. Maſter Pe- 
Zert Shallzw, chooſe what Office thou wilt in the Land, 


*tis thine.. Piſtol, I will double charge thee with Dig- 


nities. 

Bar. O joyful Day! I would not take a Knight- 
hood for my Fortune. 

Pift. What? I do bring good News:? 

Fal. Carry maſter Silence to Ped : Maſter Shall, 
my Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortune's 
Steward. Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all Night. Oh 
ſweet Piſtol “ away Bardo/ph: Come, Pij?o/, utter more 
to me; and withal deviſe ſomething to do thy ſelf good 


Pvot, Boot, Maiter She I know the young King 


is ſick for me. Let us take any Man's Horſes : The 
Laws of England are at my Commandment. Happy 
are they which have been my Friends; and wee to iny 
Lord Chief juſtice. 

Pi. Let Vultures vile ſeize on his Lungs alſo: 
Where is the Life that late I led, fay they ? 
Why here it is, welcome this pleaſant Day. [Exeumr; 


SCENE 
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E 


LONDON. 
Enter Hoſteſs Quickly, Doll Tear-ſheet, and Beagles. 


Hot. No, thou arrant Knave, I would I might die, 
that I might have thee hang d: thou haſt diawn my 
Soldier out of Joint. 

Bead. "The Conitables have delivered her over to me; 
and ſhe ſhall have whipping Cheer enough, I warrant 
her, There hath been a Man or two kill'd about her. 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lye : Come on, I'll 
tell thee what, thou damn'd tripe-viſag'd Raſcal, if the 
Child I go with do Miſcarry, thou had'ſt better thou 
had'it ſtruck thy Mother, thou Paper fac'd Villain. 

Hot. O that Sir Fehn were come, he would make 
this a bloody Day to ſomebody. But I pray God the 
Fruit of her Womb miſcarry. 

Bead, If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions 
again, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me, for the Man is dead that you and 
Pificl beat among you. 2 

Dol. I'll tell thee what, thou thin Man in a Cenſor; 

L will have you as ſoundly ſwing'd for this, you blue- 
bottle Rogue; you filthy famiſt'd Corrc&ioner, if yon 
be not ſwing'd Pl forſwear half Kirtles. 
Bead. Come; come, you ſhe-Knight-arrant, come. 
Hoft, O, that Right ſhould thus o'ercome Might ! 
Well, of Suſferance comes Eaſe. | 

Dol. Come, you Rogue, come; bring me to a 

Juſtice. 

Het. Yes, come, you ſtarv'd blood-hound. 

Dol. Goodman Death, Goodman Bones, 

Hoſt. Thou“ Atomy, thou. 

Dol. Come, you thin thing: Come, you Raſcal. 

Bead. Very welk | [ £ cut. 


SCENE. 


®. Anatomy, 
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Enter two Greems, firewing Ruſbes. 


1 Groom. More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. 
2 Groom, 'The Trumpets have founded twice. 
1 Groom. It will be two of the Clock ere they 
come from the Coronation : Diſpatch, Diſpatch. 
[ Exeunt Gro: 


Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Piſtol, Pardolph, and the Bor. 


Fal. Stand here by me, Maſter Robert Shall, 1 v N 
make the King do you Grace: I will lear upon him 
he comes by, and do but mark the Countenance that 
he will give me. 

Pi/t. Bleſs thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Fal. Come here, Pijt:f, ſtand bek: nd me. O, if f 
had time to have made new Liveries, I Would 
beſtowed the thouſand Pound I borrow' d of you. But 1 F 
is no Matter, this poor Shew doth better; this CoH 
infer the Zeal I had to ſee him. 

Shal. It doth ſo. 

Fal. It ſhews my Earneſtneſs of Affection. 

Pit. It doth 16. N 

Fal. My Devotion. 

Pift. It doth, it doth, it doth, 

Fal. As it were to ride Day and Night, and not t» 


deliberate. not to remember, not to have Patience : 


ſhift me. 

Shal. It 15 moſt certain, | 

Fal. But to ſtand famed with Travel, and ſwegting 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elſe, pr 
ting all Affairs in Oblivion, as if there were nothing 
elſe to be done but to ſee him. | 

Pit. Tis Semper Iaem; for ab/que hac nihil A. i 
all in every part, : 

Sal. 1 is fo indecd, 

Pig. My Knight, I will enſlame thy noble Live, 
and make thee age. | 
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Thy Dol and Helen of thy noble Thoughts 


Is in baſe Durance and contagious Priſon; 
Haul'd thither by mechanick dirty Hands. 
Rowze up Revenge from Ebon den, with fell Alecto's 
Snake, 
For Dol is in. Piftdl ſpeaks nought but Truth. 
Tul. I will deliver her. 
Piſt. There roar'd the Sea; and Trumpet clangour 
ſounds. 


SCENE VIII 


The Trumpets ſound. Enter the King and his Train. 


Fal. God ſave thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hel. 
Pi, The Heav'ns thee guard and keep, moſt Royal 
Imp of Fame. 
Fal. God ſave thee, my ſweet Boy. 
King. My Lord Chief Juſtice, ſpeak to that vain Man. 
Ch. Ju. Have you your Wits? Know you what**tis 
you ſpeak ? 
Fal. My King, my Fove, I ſpea's to thee, my Heart, 
King. 1 know thee not, old Man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
Hev ul white Hairs become a Fool and jeſter! | 
I have long Dream'd of ſuck a kind of Man 
So Surfeit-twell'd, ſo old, and fo prophane ; 
But being awake, I do deſpiſe my Dream. 
Make leſs thy Body hence, and more thy Grace, 
Leave Gormandizing. Know, the Grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other Men. 
Reply not to me with a fool- born Jeit, 
Preſume not that I am the Thing I was 
For. Heav'n doth know, fo ſhall the World perceive, 
That J have turn'd away my former ſelf, 
90 will I thoſe that kept me Company. 
When thou doſt hear I am as J have been, 
Approach me, and thon ſhalt be as thou waſt, 
The Tutor and the feeder of my Riots; 
Till then I baniſh thee on pain of Death, 
As I have done the reit of wy Miſ.lcaders, 
Not to come near our Perſon by ten Miles. 
For Competence of Lite, I Will allow you, 
That 
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'That lack of Means enforce you not to Evil : 

And as we hear you do Þ+ reform yourſelves, 

We will according to your Strength and Qualities 
Give you Advancement. Ee't your Charge, my Lord, 
Ta ſee perform'd the Tenour of our Word, 

Set on. [Ex. King, &c, 


SCENE: IX. 


Fal. Maſter Shallow, T owe you a thouſand Pourd, 
Sal. Ah marry, Sir John, which I beſeech you to 
let me have home with me. 
Fal. That can hardly be, Mr. Shailow. Do not ycu 
yum at this; I ſhall be ſent for in private to him: 
Kk you, he muſt ſeem thus to the World, Fear not 


your Advancement, [ ill be the Man that ſhall make 


you great, | 
$hal. I cannot perceive how, unleſs you give me 


your Doublet, and fluff me out with Straw. 1 beſeech 


you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of 
my thouſand. 
Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my Word. This that 


you heard was but a Colour. 


Shal. A Colour I fear that you will die in, Sir Jo 

Fal. Fear no Colours: Go with me to Dinner: Con 
Lieutenant Piſtol, come Bardolph. 1 ſhall be ſent tor 
loan. at Night. | 


Enter Chief Fuſlice and Prince John. 


Ch. Ju. Go carry Sir Jobn Falſta to the Fleet, 
Take all his Company along with him. 
Fal. My Lord, my Lord. 
Ch. Ju. 1 cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon, 
Take them away. 
Piſt. Si fortuna me Tormento, ſtera me Contento. 
| { Exenrt, 


Ala. 


+ redeem; 


— — — — — 
— —— — 


King HI NRY IV. 89 
Manent Lancaſter and Chief Juſtice. 
Lan, I like this fair Proceeding of the King's, 


, He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall all be very well provided for; 
of But they are baniſhed, till their Converſations 


Appear more wile and modeſt to the World, 

Ch. Fi. And ſo they are. 

Lan. "he King hath calld his Parliament, my Lord. 

Ch. Ju. He hath. 
; Lan. I will lay odds, that ere this Year expire, 
o Wee ſ bear our civil Swords and native Fire 

As far as France, I heard a Bird fo ſing, 

- Whoſe Muſick, to my thinking, pleas'd the King. 
: Come, will you hence? [Exeant, 
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E PILOOVUE 


Spoken by a DAN C ER. 

FIRST, my Fear ; then, my Court; laſt, my 

Speech. My Fear is your Diſpleaſure 3 my Court'jy, 
my Duty ; and my Speech, to beg your Pardons : If 
you look fer a gord Speech now, you undo me ; for what 
IT have to ſay is of mine con making, and whe! indeed [ 
fhnuld fay will I dnilt prove mine own marring, But 
to the Purpoſe, and fo te the Venture, Bo it known 
to you (as it is very well) I was latcly here in the 
the end of a diſpleaſing Play, io pray your Patience 
for it, and to promiſe you a better. I did mean indeed 
to pay you with this; which if, lite an ill Venture, 
come untuckily home, I break; and you, my gentle 
Creditors, loſe. Here I premijed you { would be, and 
here I commit my Body to your mercies : Bate me ſome, 
and TI will pay you ſene, and as myft Debtors do, pro- 
muſe you infinitely. 

If my Tengue cannot enireat you to acquit me, will 
you command ine te uſe my Legs © And yet that were 
but light Payment to dance ot of your Debt: But a 
good Conſcience will make any Satisfaction, and ſo will 
J. All the Gentlewomen here have + forgiven me; if 
the Gentlemen, will not, then the Gentlemen do not agree 
with the Gentlewomen, which was never ſeen before in 
fuch en Aſſembly. of 

One Mord more ¶ beſeech you ; if you be not tos much 
cleid with fat Meat, our humble Author will continue 
the Story with. Sir John in it, and make you merry 
with fair Katherine France; where, for any 
thing I know, Falſtaff ſhall die of a Sweat, unlt/s 
already he be kilPd with sur hard Opinions: For * 
Oldcaſtle died a Martyr, and this is not the [Mor 
My Tongue is weary; when my Legs are tos, I cc. 
bid yeu good Night, and jo kneel down before you; 01! 
indeed to pray for the Queen. 


Þ+ forgotten, * 'This alludes to a Play, in waick: 
Sir John Oldeaſtle was put for Falflaff. 
II N. I 8. 
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ADLFERTISEMEMNT. 


HEREAS one J. Tonſen and his Accomplices 

have aſſerted, that they are the Proprietors of 
Shakeſpear's Plays, and have publiſhed ſeveral of the 
ſaid Plays in a veiy incorrect and imperfect Manner, 
printed on a very bad Letter, in the major Part of which 
there are a great Number of Omiſſions, occaſioned by 
Careleſsneſs or Ignorance, and in all Probability by 
both. whereby the Plays fo printed, or more properly 
pyrated by the ſaid J. Tonſon in Conjunction witii his 


| Accomplices are render'd unintelligible, and of no Ser- 


vice. And whereas the ſaid J. Tonſon and his Accom- 
lices have made it heir Buſine& to undermine R. Wal- 
wg Printer, at Shakeſpear's Head in Turn- again-Lane, 


Snow-hill, the following is offered to the Publick. 


R. Tonſon and his Accomplices having in an 
arbitrary Manner kept up the Prices of Plays at 
tae Price of one Shilling, Mr. Walker, fenfible of the 
grand Impoſition, undertook to free the Publick from 
the ſaid Oppreſſion, and to publiſh the Plays at Four- 
pence each, and without the Sale of a great Number 
he could reap no Benefit. Mr. Walker accordingly 
__ with Shakeſpear's Plays, well knowing no Perſon 
had any Right or Property in them. He had no ſooner 
publiſh'd the firit Part of the Merry Wives of Windlor, 
with which Play he began, but he received a Letter 
from one Briggs an Attorney, in which the faid Briggs 
mentioned, that by Order of Mr. Tonſon, he was to 
ſue him immediately, if he did not deſiſt from reprint- 
ing the Plays; for that Mr. Tonſon would ſpend 1 000l. 
before he ſhould go on, and likewiſe have him lock'd 
up in a Goal, and that it would be the ruin of him 
and his Pamily, Mr. Walker upon the Receipt of this 
Letter went to Mr. 'Tonfon's, and told his Servants 
Ir. Lonſon being at that time ill of the Stone) that 
be would try the Iſſue by Conſent with Mr. Tonſon, 

| either 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


either at Law or Equity. The Anfwer Mr. Walker 
received was, that Mr. Tonſon would try no Right 
nor Property, but would underſell him till he had put 
him down, which they doubted not would have been 
before now ; but how great muſt their Diſappointment 
be, when they are ſenſible Mr. Walker has a great 
Number of Subſcribers, amongſt whom are ſeveral of 
the firſt Quality in England, who have ſcen into. Mr, 
Tonſon's mean and ſcandalous Deſigns, and are deter- 
mined to ſupport Mr, Walker as he really deſerves, it 
being his Means the Publick are ſupply'd with the Plays 
at a cheap Rate. 
It is very ſurpriſing in Tonſon and his Accomplices 
to call themſelves Proprietors of Shakeſpear's Plays; 
if they have any juſt Claim to them, why do they not 
vindicate their Claim? They fell their Plays at a very 
great Loſs; and let the World judge of Mr. Tonſon's 
old Ways; for could he ſuppreſs Mr. Walker, the 
publick muſt then pay dear for what plays they purchaſe, 
and certain it is, that he would hold them up at an ad- 
vanced price, to re- imburſe himſelf for the great Loſs he 
ſuſtains in the plays, which he now ſells at an Under- 
rice, on purpoſe to demoliſh Mr. Walker, which plair- 
y ſhews de malicious Deſigns of Tonſon and his Ac- 
complices, O Terrible Rymers Fædera, Mr. Tonion |! 


The following is deſign*d as an Anſwer to 6 
fooliſh Advertiſement ſigned Wm. Chetwoos, 
Promptecr to Drury-Lane Play-boilſe. 


4 


HERE AS an Advertiſement was inſerted in 
* ſeveral of the News-Papers, and annexed 
to all Tonſon's imperfect Plays, igned WILLIAM 
* CHETWOOD, in relation to Mr. Walker's Edition 
of Shakeſpear, I think myſelf obliged to ſhew the 
* Publick, that the ſaid Advertiſement is FOOLISH, 
FALSE, SCANDALOUS, and A GROSS IMPO- 
* SITION ON THE PUBLICK. 

* FOOLISH in a Fellow to thruſt himſelf officiouſ) 
and impertinently into an Affails which no way's Cot: 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


c cerns him, and that too, at the Expence of that Mo. 
« deſly, which he has, with a great deal of Affectation 
always pretended to; for nothing can certainly be jo 
« yain or impudent as this Prompter's anſwering publick- 
« ly to a Charge that was never brought againſt him, 
© no ſuch Things having ever been inlinuated by Mr. 
Walker, as that he made uſe of any Copy obtained 
from him, for it would be of no more Service to 
© have his Marks of Ertrarces, Exits, Properties, &c. 
than it would be to print any of the Drolls, or other 
« Rubbiſh, written by himſelf. 

« FALSE in ſaying R. Walker's Edition has innume- 
« rabe Errors in it, and is not as ated at the Ther- 
tres; but this is a Falſhood that almoſt every [Reader 
js able to diſcover, who, without doubt, can judge of 
« this as well as the Prompter, the Candle-Snufter, or 
* any other Servant of the Houle. 

* SCANDALOUS in ſaying, The Right of the Pro- 
« prietors is baſely invaded; tor if they had any Right, 
they would try it at Law, which they have been often- 
times called upon to do, by R. Walker. 
And laſtly, 4 GROSS IMPOSITION ON THE 
PUBLICK, tor he denies that he ever compared the 
Plays printed by R. Walker with thoſe printed by 
J. Tonſon; and as Chetwood fays himfelf, that he has 
a Share in ſome of Shakeſpear's Plays, I ſubmit it to 
the Publick, whether he aid not gu that Advertiſe- 
ment on Purpoſe to ſerve a Turn.“ 
The laſt Subterfuge of Meſſ: Tonſon and Feals will 
appear to all unprejudiced Perſons to be a tacit Acknow- 
ledgment of their not having any jaſt Claim to the 
Works of Shakeſpear: For they have declined trying 
their pretended Right therein at Common Law, or in 
Equity, and to put R. Walker to Expences, have me- 
ved the Court of King's-Bench, for an Information againſt 
him, on Account of his having Scandaliz'd them, in 
one of his Advertiſements, Theſe mighty Men think, 
that by their great Puries they ſhall be enabled to pull 
Mr. Walker down, but Mr. Walker is a Man of Re- 
ſolution, and fvch they'll find him, who will not be 
frighted by meir inſolent Threats. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 


If the Publick wili be pleaſed to compare R. Walkers 
Editions of Shakeſpear's Plays with thoſe which 'Tonſon 
has ſo' d, they will toon be convinced that his are perfect, 
and Tonſon's incorrect; for they will find not only an 
hundred Omiſſions and Interpolations, but likewiſe 
Multitude of groſs Errors, whereby the Senſe of t..- 
Author is marr'd and rendered imperfect. 


The following Affidavits were ſworn, for the Sur 
port of the Truth of this Caſe, and plain'y ſher-: 
what Mr, Walker's Adverſaries have aimed at to ſu 
preſs him, and raiſe the Plays to their former exor'>. 
tant Price. | 


R BERT WALKER, of Turn. again- Lane, 
b 


Snow- Hill, Printer, maketh Oath, and faith, 

William Feals, of the Pariſh of St. Clement 
Danes, in the County of Middleſex, Boolcie!l:r, did, 
on or about the Month of September laſt, offer th 
Deponent, in the Shop of the ſaid William Feals, to 
employ him this Deponent with conſtant Buſineſs in the 
Printing-T'rade, at a certain Price, by which this De- 
ponent might clear (as this Deponont verily believes) 
the Som of 2ool. and upwards each Year. and to pay 
this Deponent punctually for the {ame upon the Delivery 
of his Work. And this Deponent further faith, That 
the ſaid William Fields did at the ſame Time ende:von: 
to perſuade this Deponent to give him and Jacob Tonſon, 
a meeting, and propoſed that he this Deponent ſhould 
have Security for tne Performance cf the ſaid Agrec- 
ment, cr the like Effect, on Condition that this Depo- 
nent would decline printing the Plays of Shakeſpear, anc 
the other Engliſh Poets. And this Deponents further ſaith, 
That he did at the ſame time peremptorily refuſe to com- 
ply with the ſaid Propoſals, by reaſon that this Depc- 
nent had a great Number of Sublcribers, and a daily In- 
creaſe of them, and that as he had promiſed them to go thro 
the ſaid Engliſh Plays, he would not diſappoint them, as 
he had found ſuch Encouragement; but this Deponent did 
then, at the Time of ſvch Ducourſe had with the ſaid Feals, 
as aforeſaid, offer to the ſaid Feals, that if the ſaid 
Fea!s would produce or ſtew any Right he and the 
laid Tonſon had veſted in them alone, of Printirg the 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


faid Engliſh Plays, as they pretended to have, that he 
this Deponent would decline Printing of the fame, and 
offered to try the ſame amicably by an Iſſue at Common- 
law. And this Deponent further faith, That he this 
Deponent doth veriiy believe, that the Propoſal afore- 
ſaid, made to him by the above-mentioned William 
Feals, was done with no other View or intent, than 
that he the {aid William Feals. in Conjunction with Mr. 
Tonſon, might thereby have an Opportunity of raiſing 


* 
_- 


the Plays again the exorbitant Price of 1 5 each 

ROBERT WALKER. 

Seworn Dec. 7. 1734, iu the Court held at Yhe Sefſions= 

Houſe in the Old-Baily, before me, E. BELLANMY, 
Mayor. 


AMES HARRIS, of the Pariſh of St. Mar- 

tin in the Fields, in the County of Middleſex, Yeo- 
man, maketh Oath, and faith, That he this Deponent 
hath often been asked and 1importuned by William Feals, 
of the Strand, in the Liberty of the Puchey of Lancaſt- 
er, and County of Middleſex, Bookſeller, to difcover 
unto the faid William Feals what the Names or Titles 
of ſuch Plays, which this Deponent's Maſter Robert 
Walker, of Turn-again-Lane, Snow-kill, London, Prin- 
ter, was printing; and that for the Diſcovery of every 
ſuch Play, he the ſaid William Feals would give to 
this Deponent five Shillings; and alſo promiſed this De- 
ponent, that it ſhould be fifty Pounds in his way, fo 
toon as he the faid William Fiels could obtain his Ends 
of the ſaid Robert Walker, meaning (as this Deponent 
verily believes) when the ſaid William Feals could be 
able to compel the ſaid Robert Walker to deſiſt fram 
printing the Engliſh Plays. And this Deponent further 
faith, that he hath been called into the back Part of Mr, 
Tonſon's Shop in the Strand, by one whom he verily 
believes to be a Servant to Mr. Tonſon, and was im- 
patuned by him to take a Sheet from the Preſs of this 
Deponent's ſaid Maſter, Robert Walker, as he went to 
the ſame about the Buſineſs. And this Deponent fur- 
ther ſaith, That the ſaid Perſon did offer, in the back 
Part of the ſaid Mr. Tonſon's Shop, to give him this 
Deponent one Guinea for a Sheet. of each Play, _— 
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he this Deponent would bring unto him, and which ke 
this Neponent refuſed, and tould the iaid Perſon he 
would not do any ſuch Piece of Villainy. And he this 
Doponent verily believes, that what the ſaid Servant 
propoſed to him, was by the Order and Direction of 
his Maſter Jacob Tonſon, Bookſeller, in the Strand. 
JAMES HARRIS, 
Sevorn Dec. 7, 1734, in the Court held at the Seſions- 
Houſe in the Old-Baily, before me, E. RELLATIY, 
Mayor. . 


A Specimen of ſome of Tonſon's Omiſſions and Blun- 
ders in the Tragedy of King Lear, which render 
the ſane uſeleſs and unintelligible. 

N zhe firſt Place he is wrong in his Title; he Calls 

it The Life and Death of King Lear; the original 

Title by Shakeſpeir, was only Xing Lear, a Tracey, 

and when alter'd and reviv'd by N. Tate, Efq; The H:- 

Hory of King Lear and his three Daughters; how can it 

be ca led The Life ard Death of King Lear, when in 

the Play as it has been ated for near 50 Years lait paſt 

(cho' Tonſon's ſpurious Edition kuils him on the Stage) 

King Lear at the Concluſion of the Play remains alive, 

and gives his Daughier Cordelia in \larriage to Edgar, 

Son to Gloceſter. 

In the 2d Place, ke has omitted the Prologue to the 
ſame Tragedy as well as the Epilogue, which was ſpa- 
ken by the Celebrated Mrs. Barry. | 

In the zd Place, he has printed it from an erroneous 
Edition ; in which there is not one Scene in the whole 
a3 Acted at the "Theatres, neither has it the ſame be- 
ginning or ending. 

In the 4th Place, he has omitted the eurious Dedica- 
tion of Mr. Tate, to his eſleemed Friend, Thomas 
Boteler, Eſq; onthe Revival of the Play. 

Beſides what is already obſerved, there are innumc- 
rable Omiſſions and Blunders in his other Plays, viz- 
Julius Cefar, Macbeth, Titus Andronicus, The Tempe/!, 
and ſeveral others, inſomuch that there is ſcarce one Play 


that is perfect; ſome want Frontiſpieces, ſome the Ti- 
tles, and in ſeveral others, whole Scenes, half Pages, 
and Speeches, are entirely omitted: So that each Vol. 
of Tonſon's, may be called a Gallimauſiy of Scraps and 
Nonſenſe. 
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